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CHAPTER I 

IN a quiet angle of the Keizersgracht, in 
Amsterdam, stands a tall, narrow house, 
that looks as if it had outgrown its strength, 
for it leans forward from its neighbors, and 
its carved door and brilliantly white window- 
frames are too high and too narrow for com- 
fort or beauty. 

Yet this gawky building has a '* home look," 
its gabled roof is faced with bulging stone 
*' horns of plenty"; its brick walls are glisten- 
ing with linseed oil ; a seat is placed invit- 
ingly at right angles with the front door, 
which is reached by spotless gray stone steps, 
whilst its polished door-bell is a testimony to 
Dutch cleanliness. 

Rosy-cheeked children often romp in and 
out of this queer old house; sometimes a 
grave, gray- eyed man brings them, sometimes 
a beautiful woman, who often tenderly scolds 
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2 '* GOLD " 

the dear old lady that she always finds sitting 
by the window ** for not coming to live with 
Jan." 

But she knows, does this dear old lady, that 
many a poor creature would miss her sadly if 
she changed her abode; for many a sad wo- 
man would not dare to seek her in a grand 
new house, many a little child would turn sick 
with fear at the sight of that deserted window 
corner. 

She knows that when it is cold, and the 
gulls sweep round the trees, even the barge- 
men glance up eagerly at the house as they 
force their way between the drift ice. And 
these bargemen know, too, that if a certain 
old head is still to be seen bobbing over her 
knitting at the narrow window, they will surely 
find a friendly ear in which to pour their win- 
ter troubles of empty stomachs and cold limbs. 

Often — for it is a frail old head, that can- 
not nod the morning into afternoon so much 
longer — they wonder dumbly what they would 
do if the " Old One " were dead ; suppose the 
ice thickened in the night, and kept them 
lying at that gull-haunted quay for weeks? 
How their children would cry with cold with- 
out the ** Old One's " knitted stockings, and 
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how much more bitter that cold would feel, 
with naught but the memory of the " Old 
One's " fragrant soup and invigorating coffee ! 
Think, too, if little Willem had carved those 
tiny wooden shoes too late; it would be pitiful 
ta watch him quietly crying in the stuffy cabin 
because the '* Old One" was dead, and would 
never know that he was grateful for the 
crutches she had given him. 

Poor boatmen ! with your sordid cares, may 
Death long forget that venerable lovely life ! 
May God long spare this '* Old One " for you, 
and all who love her! But this story is not 
of you nor your sorrows. Neither is it to laud 
the Dorcas-like deeds of the *' Old One." But 
this old lady is our hero's aunt Tilly, and the 
quaint Dutch house is the home of his youth. 

** Indian people " are not much liked in 
Amsterdam, but Jan van Riemskerk's father 
was an exception to this rule. Amsterdam 
society courted him, for was he not the head 
of the Amsterdam branch of the old family 
Van Riemskerk ! and had not his grandfather 
declared himself to be too proud of his good 
historical name to accept a new-fangled title 
of nobility ? 

He had money, too, which — said Amster- 
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dam — "was an excellent thing for the family." 
Amsterdam forgot entirely that she had called 
this very man hard names for deserting her to 
seek that money. Had he rotted away in a 
far land, of poverty and despair, Amsterdam 
would have whispered, '* Served him right 
Why could n't he stay at home * with us * and 
live as his fathers have lived before him ? " 
But when he returned, his fortune huge, and 
his liver huger, Amsterdam forgave him at 
once, accepted his fortune, and deplored his 
liver. 

Nevertheless, Mr. Van Riemskerk was not 
grateful for the smiles of society. He lived 
quietly in his grandfather's old house with his 
sister, Matilda, and his only son, Jan, and he 
enjoyed his quiet hour at the club before din- 
ner better than all the entertainments of Am- 
sterdam. 

Every now and again he did a duty round 
of visits on a Sunday afternoon, and three or 
four times during the winter he gave a large 
ponderous dinner party, where the wines were 
varied oftener than the subjects of conversation. 

What gave him true pleasure were his cosy 
little dinners of five or six, when he served 
the soup at the head of his table, and his gen- 
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tie sister sat opposite to him; then his son 
Jan and the favored few saw him at his 
very best. 

He told them of his life in Java, of his 
speculations and adventures, and if he were 
long-winded sometimes — well, the wine was 
good enough to sit over, and no officious 
waiters whisked away the plates. 

The old man-servant knew better than to 
hurry any one, and took so much interest in 
each newly-opened bottle, that the guests 
knew they were expected to enjoy it, and they 
welcomed the conversational powers of their 
host as an opportunity given to them to en- 
joy it slowly. 

Jan loved his father dearly, and, what is 
unusual in sons, understood him. Knowing 
how the old man spent hours and hours in his 
study poring over the literature of a dead 
world, he could understand why *' Indian life " 
had never bored him. Indeed, his father had 
acquired a vast amount of knowledge in Java. 

Sometimes the student was so absorbed in 
his researches that he had a dreamy look all 
day long; walking or eating, his thoughts 
were in the entrancing pages ; his desires cen- 
tered on solitude. Jan knew better then than 
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to babble Amsterdam news or Bourse scandals. 
He took care that his father did not forget to 
eat and drink, and he got him out to see the 
sunsets from the high bridges that span the 
canals, and to fill his cramped lungs with such 
air as there was. Then, as the pressure of 
concentration lessened, he would remind him 
of his club, and so things would become nine- 
teenth century again. 

But Jan had not always been at home ; his 
father had wished to make a scholar of him ; 
so he had studied at Utrecht, and taken 
high honors there. Still the young man had 
no wish to shut himself up in a study. *' But, 
father," he w^ould often say, "one learned 
member of the family is quite enough ; you 
study with delight, not because you are told 
to do so, but because you have found the 
worth of it for yourself. Let me also go out 
into the world, if only to learn there that it is 
better to stay at home. The Unknown at- 
tracts me. I cannot begin where you end; 
I must live first." 

And the old man always answered, *' I can't 
spare you, Jan, my boy; I can't spare you," and 
would look up wistfully at his son, his old blue 
eyes filled with tears, and his thin hands trem- 
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bling : for Jan was very like his mother, who 
had died in Java when he was a baby, and 
the wife of a year had been tenderly loved 
and always remembered. 

" He has his mother's eyes," his father had 
said, when, knowing that he would never look 
into those eyes again, he had turned, weeping, 
to her child; "He has her eyes, God bless 
him ! " And so, for ** Mother's eyes," the son 
had been loved from the first ; for '* Mother s 
eyes" he could not be missed now : it was as 
though the fond wife had made this bond with 
her little child always to keep some tender 
memory of herself about the man she loved so 
dearly. 

Therefore it came to pass that after his stu- 
dent days Jan stayed at home. 

He could just remember Java, a sort of 
jumbled vision of vivid green, much fruit and 
sunlight. The smell of the native markets, 
too, and the kettle-like humming of the insects, 
would start into his memory, even when he 
was a man; and then the faithful old ** Baboe" ^ 
Riapan, who had crouched at his mother's 
deathbed, and cared for and spoiled him all 
his life, and sung him weird songs of her land, 

1 Baboe, /. e,, Malay for nurse. 
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and impressed his young mind with her tales 
of its mighty past and glorious future ; till, as 
he grew to manhood, India, clothed in mys- 
tery, threw her spells over him, and, arising 
like a beautiful goddess, lured him to her. 

**Why dont you send that *Baboe' away? 
She spoils Jan, and fills his head with non- 
sense," the common -sense members of the 
Van Riemskerk family had asked Jan's father 
again and again. 

** Because she nursed my wife, and took 
care of my baby when every one else failed 
me," was the old man's invariable reply; and 
the common -sense members would shake their 
heads, and wonder if India had deranged poor 
Van Riemskerk's brain as well as his liver. 

So Riapan the baboe lived on the Keizers- 
gracht till the end of her days. She mended 
the linen, grumbled at the cold, and spoilt Jan, 
and Jan learnt from her much of the folk-lore 
of the Dutch Indies, rich in poetry, teeming 
with prophecy. She told him of forgotten na- 
tions ; of ruined cities built upon rocks of gold ; 
of kings who had fallen from heaven ; of heal- 
ing fountains springing from pure crystal ; of 
charmed poisons made in secret; or, as he 
stood spellbound at her knee, she chanted 
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prophecies of what India would be when her 
people had broken forth like the " fire mount- 
ains" and driven the white man away for- 
ever. 

** And yet you love me?" little Jan would 
ask, "and I am white." 

** Yes, I love you all, all," Riapan muttered. 
*' But though I hold you in my arms, I cannot 
keep you from the * must be ' : and Allah has 
written that *must be' on the sides of the 
mountains. There, when my people were yet 
great, they found it; there, it still comforts 
them, when, by secret ways, they go to look 
upon it ; there, when they are again a nation, 
it will cry to them, that Allah has spoken; 
that Allah is the Truth, the Must Be ! " 

Riapan spoke Javanese ; and the soft mu- 
sical language and wailing songs sounded 
strange enough in that old-fashioned house 
on the Keizersgracht. But she was dumb 
before visitors, and even kind Aunt Tilly 
could never get her to sing. 

** I must sing to those who can understand," 
she always said. ** Dead words find dull lis- 
teners " ; and then she would creep away, and 
go to sleep in some warm corner. 

When Riapan died, Jan hummed her peo- 
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pie's songs in memory of her ; and that good 
soul, Aunt Tilly, tried to be sorry that she 
was dead. Still, she felt it more "whole- 
some" for Jan to be without her. It was a 
comfort, too, to be able to air the linen room 
again in '[ real Dutch " style, and not to have 
the stuffy stove burning when no " white per- 
son " wanted it. 

Altogether Aunt Tilly thought it very con- 
siderate of Riapan to die when she did, and 
perhaps in her heart of hearts she was more 
thankful to the old woman for this, her last 
act, than for all the other deeds of her lifetime. 

** Poor Riapan," she sighed, as she looked 
from the open window to the swallows circling 
round the church tower, and the doves sun- 
ning themselves on the opposite gables. '* Poor 
old Riapan ! Still," turning to the housemaid, 
" death comes to us all, Grietje ! You can 
give away her blankets, and let us make a 
thorough good 'cleaning up here,' so as to 
begin afresh." 

Mr. Van Riemskerk had his office in Am- 
sterdam. He had left a distant cousin in his 
Indian shoes. When Jan refused to turn book- 
worm, his father had decided to take him into 
the office, and as the old student was only too 
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pleased to let his cloak of power fall on his 
son's shoulders, by the time Jan was six-and- 
twenty he had the business pretty much in his 
own hands ; and every one knows what a fine 
merchant's business Riemskerk & Co. of 
Amsterdam do. 

When Jan had refused to** get knowledge," 
he had fallen out of his father's favor for a 
time; but when he saw how the boy, quietly 
putting aside his longings to wander, had set- 
tled to office work, taking gradually upon him- 
self the daily worries and responsibilities of it, 
he loved him even better than before, for now 
he could dig down deeper and deeper into the 
past with a clear conscience; and, thanks to 
Jan, his closing years would be devoted to the 
work he loved best. 

** Yes, he is a good boy," reflected the old 
fellow; **but that is natural, for he has his 
mother's eyes." 

One mail day brought news that Mr. Van 
Flot, the Indian agent, was very ill, and or- 
dered home by the doctors ; the next day a 
telegram announced his death. The unex- 
pected news quite upset old Mr. Van Riems- 
kerk, who really loved his cousin. Van Flot, 
and Aunt Tilly looked so pale and woebegone 
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that Jan suspected some old love- tale, and, 
with the cruelty of youth, laughed at it to 
himself. 

** Dear ! dear ! " said Mr. Van Riemskerk, 
** some one must go out directly." 

Jan felt his heart stand still. 

** It had better be me," added the old man. 

*' Think of your liver," answered Jan, trying 
to control his disappointment. 

'* Think of my fiddlesticks," muttered his 
father. 

"And your book." 

** It is the very thing for my book, Jan ; 
there are several works in Java that I must 
refer to sooner or later ; it is impossible to do 
without them, and the sooner I go the better. 
I am old as it is, and to die without finishing 
my book — No, I will start by the next boat." 

Then Jan felt that the wild hope which had 
sprung up in him was doomed. 

But the doctor asked Mr. Van Riemskerk if 
he were mad. 

**With your liver," said he, "the tropics 
would be certain death ; it would be a clear 
case of suicide if you went." 

"But, doctor ! my book ! I am almost at a 
standstill with it, and I hailed this chance of 
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getting at the Indian libraries as quite provi- 
dential. I would rather live five years less, 
and complete my work." 

The doctor was not so hard-hearted as to 
explain to the old man that it would surprise 
him if he lived for five years longer, anywhere; 
he only answered : 

** Well, my good sir, I can't bind you. If 
you go, take your coffin with you." 

** Then you knock my whole scheme on the 
head?" 

'* I do, and if I could knock your literary 
work on the head too, I would. India is rapid 
death for you : study is death too, only slower. 
A man with your liver should take to garden- 
ing, and live in the open air." 

*' I should be a dead man in a year ! " 
^ " You may die within a year in your study." 

9 Mr. Van Riemskerk smiled ; he thought the 

doctor was talking nonsense. ** We can both 
be dead before to-morrow," he answered, and 
rose to take his leave. ** By-the-by, do you 
think that my son could go ? " he turned back 
from the door to ask. 

" Certainly ! the best thing in the world for 
him. A little rubbing up would do him a lot 
of good ; he is too quiet to please me." 
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"He thinks a great deal." 

**Ah! does he! Look at me, my friend! 
You find me healthy ? Well ! I never think!" 
And the fat, cheerful little man bowed his pa- 
tient out. 

Hardly seeing his way, Mr. Van Riemskerk 
stumbled home. So it had come at last, this 
parting from his boy. Memories of his lost 
wife pressed upon him. What would she 
have wished about it all ? Ah ! it would have 
been his first act to hurry to her grave ! 
" Seven-and-twenty years ago, seven-and- 
twenty years ago ; and the child has his moth- 
er s eyes," he muttered. Then he thought of 
the book he was writing, — could it really be 
that he must die before it was finished ? This 
reflection was a doubly unwelcome one, after 
the elation he had felt at the prospect of get- 
ting speedily all the information he required 
for the completion of the work, and he tried to 
shake it off. 

He looked very old and helpless as he tot- 
tered along the canal. Jan overtook him and 
offered him his arm. He stood still for a mo- 
ment clinging to it, and passing his hand back- 
ward and forward across his forehead. 

''Are n't you well, father?" 



Digitized by 



Googk 



"GOLD" 15 

'*I have had a blow, Jan. Smit won't hear 
of my going to India." 

" Ah ! father ! but does he think you are ill ?" 

** It is the old story — my confounded liver." 

There was a long silence. Jan's heart was 
beating wildly under his prim waistcoat ; but 
he loved his father truly, and the old man's 
weakness touched him ; it seemed heartless to 
talk of his own wishes just then. 

** I suppose you must go, Jan." 

" It seems the only thing to be done." 

** I shall miss you sadly." 

**We should have been parted just the 
same if you had gone, father." 

** Yes, but I should have hurried back to you. 
The old feel that they have but little time to 
dawdle about in," said Van Riemskerk, think- 
ing of his interview with Dr. Smit. ** Besides, 
you might have come with me." 

"And the office here? Why, father, all 
would have gone to rack and ruin ! And as 
to hurrying back, if you once lost yourself in 
those old libraries and places, I fear that Aunt 
Tilly as well as I would have to come and dig 
you out, and carry you home by force ! But, 
believe me, if you let me go, I will do my 
best to hunt up all you wish for. You know 
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I am almost as much interested in the work as 
you are ! " 

The poor old man smiled feebly at such sad 
flippancy, and answered : 

** I am sure, dear boy, you would do your best. 
I will make some notes for you, and you can 
rub up your Javanese; and try and pickup some 
Malay on the boat. You remember some- 
thing of Javanese from Riapan, I suppose? " 

And so it was settled that Jan should go to 
Java. 

His outfit was a true comfort to Aunt Tilly; 
she sewed her tears into his **cabajas " (Dutch- 
Indian sleeping-jackets), and stopped weep- 
ing to wonder what sort of climate it could be 
which required no knitting of socks. If her 
thoughts went back to a certain tobacco-bag 
ornamented with forget-me-nots that she had 
secretly worked for another Indian outfit many 
years ago, she kept her memories to herself; 
and when Jan kissed the tears off her specta- 
cles, he flattered himself that they were all 
shed for him. For a wonder, old Mr. Van 
Riemskerk neglected his study, and followed 
his beloved boy about the house. He pro- 
duced the most curious presents for him from 
his own particular cupboards, where even 
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Aunt Tilly hardly dared to rummage. Jan 
was often more embarrassed than charmed 
with these gifts. He would vastly have pre- 
ferred a new revolver to his father s old pistols; 
and begrudged the box-room that had to be 
sacrificed to what he designated in secret ** a 
lot of old-fashioned rubbish." However, he 
accepted the offerings gracefully, even as he 
listened patiently to his father's oft-repeated 
advice. He made, also, careful notes of the 
books he was to seek for, and felt a languid 
curiosity to read the rare old works for himself, 
so that he determined to work hard at Malay 
and Javanese. Riapan's songs rang in his 
ears again — he might find out more than even 
she knew of her degraded people, in those al- 
most sealed writings. 

** How excited Riapan would have been ! " 
he remarked one evening, as they chatted of 
the approaching journey, round the old-fash- 
ioned tea-table, with its handleless blue china 
cups and silver tea-caddy. 

** My boy, she would have gone with you !" 
replied his father. 

Jan laughed at the idea of setting out on 
his adventures under the care of his old nurse ; 
but his father shook his head, saying : 
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"Ah, but she was a faithful soul." 

*' We can never be too grateful for small 
mercies," murmured Aunt Tilly, as she poured 
out the tea. 

Jan thought he knew what his aunt meant, 
as he glanced at her over the tea-cups ; but 
his father said : 

** Matilda ! What an irrelevant remark ! " 
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" As a bird that wandereth from her nest, so is a man that wandereth 
from his place." — Prcverbs, 

THE day came at last when Jan was to 
leave his home for Java. His father and 
Aunt Tilly went to see him off at the station, 
and glad as he was to get his freedom, he felt 
very mournful as he stood gazing through the 
carriage window at the tearful old pair. 

Suddenly, as the train began to steam out 
of the station, he felt certain that he was look- 
ing at his father for the last time, and stretch- 
ing out his arms he cried, '* Good-by ! Good- 
by!" 

The old man looked up at him with love 
and sorrow in his tired blue eyes. 

** We shall meet again in heaven, Jan ! " he 
said. 

Then Jan knew that his father had read his 
thoughts, and believed them. 

Jan had arranged to go by the Dutch mail 
from Genoa. 
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He had often traveled before. He and some 
fellow-students had taken long walking tours 
through Germany ; and what modern young 
Dutchman is there who does not know Paris 
and Brussels well ? Still his holidays had gen- 
erally been short ones, for his father missed 
him terribly. No one ever knew what it had 
cost the old man to send his curly-headed, 
gray-eyed boy to Utrecht University; in- 
deed, it was only his intense desire that he 
should become a scholar that had induced 
him to break up the dear home-life, and let Jan 
take rooms near the college. Jan had not be- 
come exactly the man of letters that his father 
had hoped for; yet he was thoughtful and 
well-read beyond his age. With the restless- 
ness of the young child who wants to know 
the name of everything he sees, Jan's busy 
brain was always asking " Why ? " He puz- 
zled over human suffering, social inequalities 
— all that he called ** Life's unfairnesses " ; 
and forgetting that he had not learned to gov- 
ern himself, he thought he could have arranged 
matters far better than the Almighty had done, 
and would have liked to set about making ** a 
new heaven, and a new earth." 

It is always a pity when a man under thirty 
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begins to think; and Jan would have done 
better to enjoy life whilst it could be sweet to 
him. The truth of it was, he had been too 
much with his father, and (to quote St Paul) 
he had eaten of that ** strong meat which be- 
longeth to them that are of full age, even 
those who by reason of use, have their senses 
exercised to discern both good and evil," and 
the result was, naturally, mental indigestion, 
so that nothing under the sun seemed good. 

And now he told himself that his one desire 
had turned to ashes, for his father's white face 
haunted him, and he feared that his absence 
would hasten the old man's death. Yet he 
believed, too, that in India some strange fate 
awaited him, some fate to which he had been 
drawn his whole life. All was changing, 
changing! home and country had vanished, 
and he was alone, alone with those fancies 
that had ever danced before his eyes, like 
will-o'-the-wisps ! 

He was delighted with Italy. He wrote 
home and told them how the stately palaces 
with their priceless pictures impressed him, 
though these palaces were as rare jewels in 
an unworthy setting of modern Italian dirt. 

Aunt Tilly prized the little evidences of 
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love most in his letters, his vague descrip- 
tions confused her ; but her brother longed to 
see Italy again, with his boy, yet he began 
also dimly to understand that it was good for 
that beloved son to try his wings alone. 

" If I could have parted with him sooner," 
he thought, ** he might have become a scholar 
after all ; he would have learned the worth 
of all knowledge when alone with his igno- 
rance." But the old man forgot that all know- 
ledge is not found within book covers, nor 
can it be locked behind the gates of a uni- 
versity. 

• Jan went out of his way to see something 
more of Italy, but at length he retraced his 
steps, and Genoa with its mournful palaces 
and tawdry churches spread out before him. 

He strolled about the market-place, and 
watched the old women curiously, and the 
pretty ones critically. Some men were quar- 
reling at a corner, over a chicken, and he mar- 
veled at the zest they took in their argument. 
A little man was playing a violin outside a 
wine-house ; a ring of listeners around him : 
they applauded his talent, but slunk away 
when a dark-eyed child ran in amongst them 
with a shell for centesimi. *' I believe," thought 
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Jan, " that an Italian loves his cents even bet- 
ter than a Dutchman does. These Genoese, 
just now, were carried away by the music — 
the pure love of all that is beautiful ; but when 
it ceased, their pleasure ceased, and then, why 
pay for it? A Dutchman could not have en- 
joyed to the same degree, but he would have 
felt bound to part with a cent or two in ex- 
change for his pleasure, such as it was.'* 

He left the town, and the huge dry bed of 
the river, and climbed up to the Campo Santo. 
He was blankly disappointed with it. Group 
after group of marble mourning families in 
frilled dresses and frock-coats revolted his 
sense of dignity and reverence. The work- 
manship was exquisite ; the art — bad. 

Poor Italy! poor fallen art! he thought, 
as he sauntered from one grave to the other. 

A turn of the gallery opened before him 
another vista of monuments. A woman was 
standing at the end of it, motionless as the 
marble windows around her — a tall, slight 
figure with a beautifully poised head. As he 
approached, Jan saw that her hair was ruddy 
gold, and that her face was pale, grand, and 
strangely set for one so young. 

She heard him coming, and fell on one side, 
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that he might pass her easily. Jan tried to see 
what color her eyes were, but she did not look 
at him ; and he noticed as he turned into an- 
other gallery that her attention was again fixed 
upon the monument before her. 

The gallery ran round a square, and so, 
when Jan turned the corner, he got a view of 
the monument. It represented a woman — 
classically robed, faultlessly beautiful — seated, 
weary with prayer and sorrow, on the black 
steps of a tomb. 

After the lace-edged pillow-cases, and 
gilded wedding-rings, its perfect simplicity 
was a welcome eye-rest ; and Jan sighed con- 
tentedly as he looked on the marble woman 
who told her story so superbly. For a mo- 
ment she was as real to him as she who had 
moved out of his way; quite as real, till a 
sunbeam playing on the red gold of the live 
woman's hair attracted him ; then he won- 
dered again what color her eyes were, and 
forgot the sorrowing marble. Which way 
would she walk when she did move on, or 
was she going to stay there all day? Jan 
wondered. 

Suddenly two little swarthy men dashed 
into the gallery from some side way, passed 
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the girl with an impertinent stare, nudged 
each other, whispered together, turned, and, 
repassing her, walked down Jan's gallery. 
Most Dutchmen are good linguists, and Jan 
could understand enough Italian to make out 
that they were criticizing her beauty in no 
measured terms ; they laughed, too, in a way 
that made his blood boil. How he would 
have enjoyed kicking them! 

After a time they turned and strolled back 
again, leaving Jan in a fever of anger and 
hesitation. The girl, however, did not seem 
to notice them, and, turning also, walked 
quietly toward them. When they raised 
their hats, she looked so coldly surprised, as 
she made a little bow, that the men passed 
her quickly, sillily ashamed. The girl turned 
into a side gallery ; and seeing this, they re- 
traced their steps, and instead of following 
her, as Jan feared they would do, came quickly 
up behind him. They had found their 
tongues again, now that the girl was out of 
sight ** Oh ! she is too cold, she is ice," one 
was saying. 

" The fire in her nature has got into her hair, 
and stopped there; but for all that she is glo- 
rious," answered his friend. 
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"So are your statues — your tombs — they 
are glorious too, but marble ! " 

'* Poor Italy ! poor art ! " Jan thought 
again; it would have been wiser to think, 
**Poor human nature!" 

Still feeling out of temper, he wandered 
out on to the terrace, but even the enchanting 
view failed to calm him. With a flushed face, 
and an angry fire in his gray eyes, he leaned 
over the balustrade and looked down. 

The girl he had just seen in the galleries 
was standing amongst the roses; she had 
raised one arm to reach a flower that was 
creeping up the upper terrace wall. Jan's 
shadow fell across her, and she looked up; 
and then he saw that her eyes were very 
beautiful, though he could not determine if 
they were gray or green. "They are the 
color of the sea," he thought ; " and as deep." 

The flower was beyond her reach, and she 
dropped her hand with a sigh, and walked 
away. Jan longed to pick the flower and run 
after her with it, but he dared not do so ; he 
dared not even stoop and pick it up for him- 
self until she was out of sight; then he 
gathered it reverently, and put it in his 
pocket-book, and then — forgetting to be 
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cross — he walked back to his hotel, wonder- 
ing what was really the color of her eyes. 

Later in the day, Jan drove up to the quay 
in a torrent of rain, and, picking out the least 
ruffianly of the ruffians who besieged him, 
bade him row him to the ship. 

After the least ruffianly ruffian had quar- 
reled frightfully with all the other ruffians 
over Jans luggage, and utterly exhausted 
himself in an effort to curse them, he handed 
the oars to his son, wrapped himself up in an 
old sack, and sank into a Stoic calm, from 
which he roused himself just in time to curse, 
swear, and rave at the boatmen lying round 
the gangway of the ship. 

On board everything was dripping; streams 
of water ran over the deck, and wherever Jan 
sat or stood he left **his mark" on the soaked 
wood. At last he was driven to sit upon the 
brass rails that protected the skylights, and 
from that dreary vantage-ground he looked 
around him. 

The boat had to wait for the mails, for 
there was much snow on the mountains ; and 
every one was bad-tempered. 

Real seamen can endure getting wet 
through in mid-ocean ; but to have to stand 
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quietly, with rain-drops hanging from their 
noses and little spouts of water running out 
of their clothes, doing nothing, while the ship 
is boarded by fretful passengers who ask them 
every five minutes when it is going to leave 
off raining and where the captain is — is more 
than most of them can stand good-temperedly. 

On the lower deck the sailors formed litde 
groups, and gazed affectionately at the shore, 
thinking how sweetly drunk they could get 
there. The officers slouched about with their 
hands in their pockets, and cursed the mail 
train ; while the passengers eyed each other 
distrustfully, and were loudly envious of their 
neighbors' cabins. The ladies took a mild 
pleasure in making the very worst of every- 
thing, and stared frigidly at their lords and 
masters when they cracked feeble little jokes, 
and made themselves " generally ridiculous." 
One deluded youth — who had got himself 
up in a tropical suit — was wrapped in a large 
plaid shawl, and sat shivering in his deck 
chair, too thoroughly miserable to go and 
change his clothes! 

At last, O joy ! the tea-bell rang, — every one 
rushed downstairs, it was so delightful to have 
something to do ! were it only to drink tea. 
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At the tea-table Jan got himself introduced 
to all the old ladies and gentlemen (a Dutch 
fashion, and a very pretty one, too, my English 
readers!) and stood deferentially talking to 
them for a few minutes. He then moved on, 
to make the acquaintance of the younger pas- 
sengers, but none of them interested him, and, 
to translate his Dutch thoughts, he ** looked 
up against " the long voyage with such com- 
panions. However, he made up his mind to 
make the best of it all, and started off to put 
his cabin in order, and to marvel over the in- 
geniously useless presents that Aunt Tilly had 
hidden in his cabin box, as ** surprises." 

Theij he locked his box again, and sat upon 
it, with his folded hands on his knees, thinking. 

The telegraphic blessing that his father had 
sent to the ship lay in the berth beside him ; 
but he was not thinking of the old man — fond 
old father ! so soon forgotten ! — he was only 
wondering for the thousandth time what was 
really the color of that girl's eyes. 

When he went on deck again, he found the 
captain fuming. 

" Mails not come yet ? " he asked. 

" No, sir ! it is n't only that," growled the 
captain, **but I am a passenger short. Of 
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course it 's a woman : they are always late ! 
However, when the mails are once on board, 
I wait for no one." 

*' It is fortunate for her that the mail is late." 

*' So it is ! " said the captain, and turned on 
his heel. 

During dinner the stray passenger arrived, 
but went straight to her cabin, and before the 
meal was over the longed-for mail was an- 
nounced, and the captain left the table. So 
in the early evening the brave ship began 
plunging and throbbing, and soon the lights 
on shore moved and danced, and the passen- 
gers sighed, as they looked around at each 
other, and whispered, '* We are off at last" 

The rain had ceased. The stars peeped 
out; one by one the town lights faded — died 
away — as the ship sped onward through an 
infinity of sky and sea. 

Jan was leaning over the ship feeling lonely 
and sad. Then, to shake off a fit of the blues, 
he began to pace the deck, whistling " Wien 
Neerlands Bloed " defiantly. 

At the other side of the ship a girl was 
wistfully looking away to where, but a little 
time before, the harbor lights had twinkled. 
She was a tall girl, with red-gold hair; and 
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Jan nearly jumped out of his skin when he 
saw her, and quickly crossed the deck. It was 
the pale beauty he had seen that morning in 
the Campo Santo. 

A bolder man would have flown off" to get an 
introduction, but the idea never even entered 
into Jan's head : he just stood and looked at 
her pityingly for a moment, and then walked 
away and sat down where he could still watch 
her. 

How strange it was : he felt superstitious ! 
It seemed too wonderful that he should be on 
the same ship with her. He hoped that later 
she would talk to him, looking at him kindly, 
perhaps, with those strange eyes of hers. 
Then he remembered how long-voyage flirta- 
tions are laughed at; and jumping up, he 
joined the men in the smoking-room, deter- 
mined not to make a fool of himself any 
longer. Still — as he signed himself forever 
in the bad books of an Indian resident by 
spoiling all his tricks and being prodigal with 
his trumps — he could not forget the girl. 
Nor, when the injured whist-players had gone 
to bed, did he try to do so. 

It was pleasant to think of her in the quiet 
night: there was no flirtation in that, Jan 
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thought; his reverie meant nothing but an 
artistic appreciation of the beautiful, just such 
as the wide sea, the starlit sky awakened. 
You see he had much to learn yet, poor Jan ! 

He again determined the next morning to 
put the girl out of his head ; and having one 
minute resolved not to think about her, he 
was in despair the next because he did not 
know where she was. He began to fear that 
she was sea-sick, but failed to find her amongst 
the line of drooping ladies who had taken 
refuge on the lower deck, so as, they said, 
•* not to see that awful water." 

But at last she appeared, and looked about 
a little shyly, as if not quite knowing what to 
do. The sea-sick ladies were invisible. Sev- 
eral young men hurried up with chairs, awk- 
wardly bumping and tumbling up against 
each other. 

"Ah! thank you! but I can only sit upon 
one ! " laughed the girl. She sat down and 
opened her book ; and the young men stood 
about hoping she would talk to them. But 
she bent her head over her book ; so they left 
her, disconsolately. 

The girl felt very friendless as she preten- 
ded to read. She had hidden in her cabin as 
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long as she could, but at last its stuffiness 
had driven her on deck. She taunted herself 
with cowardice — with being afraid of a "sea- 
sick crowd"; yet she dared not look much 
about her, and she felt quite grateful when 
the captain — who had recovered his good 
temper — came and talked to her. He had 
a kindly loud voice, and spoke so cheeringly 
of the coming voyage that she felt her cour- 
age rise, and when he passed on to joke with 
some one else, she got up and looked about 
her. 

" I say, captain ! you must n't keep that 
young lady all to yourself, you must intro- 
duce us, you know," cried a dozen young 
voices, as the girl, espying the ladies, left the 
upper deck. 

" Ah ! get the ladies to do that ! " said the 
captain. *' Only remember," added he with 
a laugh, '*that Miss Verburgh is under my 
especial care." 

" Lucky captain!" said some one, then they 
all laughed, and Jan turned away, with an 
oath. 
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^The eye wanders here and there; thought slays at home." 

Alfoer Proverb, 

**TF only one could live without thinking," 
X said Jan. He was talking to the girl 
with the red-gold hair. He had talked to her 
often ; he had watched her oftener. To him 
she seemed to be all that he was not All his 
restless doubts and fears, all the old questions 
that tortured him, as they have tortured every 
thinking man before him — all, or nearly all, 
had been laid bare before this girl. Her pres- 
ence calmed him, and her innocence and faith 
gave his thoughts a more wholesome turn. 
So he knew that she could understand his un- 
rest when he said, '* If only one could live 
without thinking." 

" My thoughts, my memories, are God's 
greatest blessings," she answered. 

'* Your thoughts, your memories " 

" Are all I have." 

"Is your happiness all in the past then ? " 

34 
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'*What you would call happiness — yes, it 
is all in the past ; my hope of regained happi- 
ness is naturally in the future." 

*• You mean in another life ? " asked Jan, 
with a slight smile. 

** Yes, in a perfection of life, immortality." 

" Then you are not afraid to die ? " 

" I hope not" 

**That is what Luther said." 

-Is it?" 

She sat thinking, with her little chin slightly 
raised, and her hands clasped round one knee. 
Van Riemskerk was in no hurry to disturb 
her. It was so restful to watch her. After 
a while she turned to him and said, ** I don't 
think you understand me, Mr. Van Riems- 
kerk. You see, life looks so differently to 
different people. You have always had a 
very happy one, perhaps. I have lost every- 
one that I love. As you know, I am in mourn- 
ing for my father ; and when you saw me at 
Genoa I had been to visit my mother's grave. 
She was an Italian, you know, and she died 
when I was very young. Yes, all my people 
are dead, except my uncle at Padang, whose 
children I am going out to teach." And then 
her voice grew low and pained as she sighed. 
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'* Ah, I was so happy at home with father — 
so happy ; and when he died I felt wicked, re- 
bellious, doubtful, as you feel often." 

** Thank you," said Jan, not too pleased. 

" No, no ; I don't mean to hurt your feel- 
ings. I only wish to show you that I have 
not always been calm. If you tell me your 
thoughts, you must not be angry with me 
when I refer to them. I know but too well 
what the burden of them is, for, remember, 
I have borne them all." 

'* Not all, thank God ! not all ! " interrupted 
Jan. 

'* No; I suppose a woman never thinks just 
in the same way as a man. But I have been 
far down the Valley of the Shadow of Death, 
for I have doubted terribly"; and she looked 
up at Jan with great scared eyes, as she re- 
called the horror of that shadowed time. 

Jan whispered ** Poor child ! " and yet he 
could not have been listening to her, or why, 
when she answered, '*No, don't pity me; I 
am glad; I know now what peace is," did he 
say, *' And you will marry some day " ? 

Perhaps he had only been thinking of her 
lovely eyes, and hoped that they would drop 
at his question. If so, he was disappointed, 
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for, Still looking up at him thoughtfully, she 
slowly answered, "No, I don't think I shall 
ever marry." 

*' Most girls say that, I believe," said in- 
jured Jan. 

*' Do they ? But whether I marry or not 
has nothing to do with my happiness — with 
the sort of happiness we are talking about." 

" Good God ! " exclaimed the young man. 
" Certainly, most girls don't say i/tai." 

He did not quite know what he had wanted 
her to say ; he felt hurt that she put her mar- 
riage on one side so coolly. He began to wish 
she would not always be so good. He re- 
membered that he had read somewhere that 
really good women rarely loved passionately, 
and he wondered as he looked at her if she 
could love. 

She, meanwhile, went on playing with fire, 
unwittingly tempting him as she continued, 
" I often think that I have had my share of 
pleasure long ago. Life all demands duty, 
not enjoyment, from me now." 

Vain Jan thought otherwise as he surveyed 
the fair young philosopher; but he held his 
peace, and she added impulsively, "It is often 
so lonely without father." 

3* 
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Van Riemskerk was sorely tempted; he 
would have liked to say all sorts of wild and 
foolish things. Their conversation had never 
taken this turn before. He felt half angry 
with Marie for looking so beautiful, for being 
so entirely self-possessed, when he did not 
even know what he wanted to say. He felt 
an impulse to put his arms round her, and try 
to kiss her into shy, warm love then and there. 
He screened his eyes with his hand and said 
hurriedly, ** I, too, have a dear old father." 

And the girl, looking a little surprised at the 
tone of his voice, replied, ** I can hear that you 
love him." 

" Can you ? " asked Jan, looking strangely 
at her. 

Then they sat quietly silent for a long time; 
the girl looking over the sea, the man watch- 
ing her from under his eyelids. 

The boat was speeding down the Red Sea. 
In the distance the desert whirled its sands 
around its sterile mountains, whose jagged 
tops, rising in hard hot outline against the 
sky, were undecked by cloud or tree, or tin- 
iest grass blade. 

In the intense midday sunlight even the 
shadows had fled away, and the great dead 
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mountains rose naked and unlovely out of the 
desert dust, and frowned at the great dead 
sea of sand. The girl felt that she looked at 
a world-old unchanging scene; for all that 
could change in it was dead, or had never 
been. Sand might burst from it in clouds, 
only to disclose more sand, to sink at last 
upon sand again ; for endless, unutterable 
barrenness had dropped its yellow-gray man- 
tle over all, and there the dead land lay beside 
the smiling water, and the life-giving . sun 
smote it in vain. 

At last she turned away her eyes with a 
shudder from the oily water and the everlast- 
ing sand, and saw that Jan was looking at her. 

Now, cats may look at kings, and so men 
may surely look at maidens ; but when love, 
and doubt, and hope dance a joy -dance in 
men's eyes, maidens may not, cannot look at 
men. 

Jan had not thought that Marie was going 
to turn toward him with that little shudder- 
ing sigh, and though he might bridle his 
tongue, and not even own his passion to him- 
self, he had allowed his eyes to dwell eagerly 
on what they liked best, and lo! Love had 
peeped out of them, and been taken prisoner. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



40 " GOLD " 

Perhaps, if Marie had waited blushing by 
his side, Jan would have told her all about 
this love of his ; but she glanced at him like 
a frightened bird, and then, before he had left 
off wishing his heart would not thump so, she 
had gone! Gone to look out of her cabin 
window with wondering hot eyes, angry with 
herself and Jan, and yet happy. 

When left to himself, Van Riemskerk felt 
ridiculous. *' I dare say every one on the 
ship is laughing at us," he thought, as he 
saw one of the gossips nudge another, and 
jerk her head after the flying girl. A ship 
flirtation. Just the thing of all others to be 
laughed at. Of course all young people fell 
in love on long voyages, fell in love at sea, 
and out of love again on land. 

"What a good-looking fellow he is," said 
the gossips in loud whispers. " Of course he 
will propose to her : there is nothing like a 
voyage for making people fall in love. I 
wonder if she really cares for him ? Oh ! well, 
she will be a fool if she refuses him ; anything 
is better than teaching a pack of spoiled Indian 
children." 

Jan heard quite enough of all this to make 
him fume, and he thought bitterly that he 
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would show them they were wrong. Never 
would he bind himself, and that friendless girl, 
with a chain forged by idleness and folly. He 
would leave her, he thought with a sigh ; and 
he got up, threw back his curly head, drew his 
hand quickly across his keen gray eyes, shook 
himself together, and deliberately choosing a 
cigar, began to smoke it, as he paced the deck. 

But the cigar went out, and he flung it an- 
grily into the sea; it was no use trying to 
smoke, and how those confounded women did 
babble. 

Yes, the voyage over, he would take her 
little hand and bid her good-by, as all those 
other chattering passengers would do, and he 
would wander through India, seeing new 
sights, and new women, and when his wan- 
derings were ended, and other women had 
smiled on him in vain, he would go back and 
tell her that a certain little faded Genoese 
flower had been his dearest treasure all the 
while. 

The gossips had done more harm than even 
gossips generally do, for they had caused him 
to make a decision with his head that would 
have been better made by his heart. 

And so, when Marie came on deck again, 
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would-be- wise Jan talked about the weather, 
and the mountains ; and the girl called herself 
a shameless fool, and blushed hotly at her 
folly. 

She sat upon her little cabin bed looking 
out into the darkness, long into the night. 
Except the hiss of the severed water against 
the ship, and the cries of the men on watch, 
all was very still. ** To think I did n't know," 
• cried the girl to herself, **to think that this 
morning I did n't know that I loved him. 
Why did it all come at once, this cruel love ? 
No one has asked for it, no one wants it." 

Then, like a true woman, she pitied Jan. 
She thought of his strange fancies, of his 
fits of depression, his weariness of thought. 
** Oh ! my dear, my dear ! and you have but 
half a God ! " she sighed, and forgot her own 
troubles in her prayers for him. 

So the gossips began to believe that after all 
she had refused Jan, and they tried to find 
out '*all about it" from her; but the girl was 
cold and reserved with them, and seemed not 
to understand their exceedingly broad hints. 

Meanwhile the other ** flirtations " were 
waxing fast and furious. Night after night 
the piano jingled in the stifling saloon, and 
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concerts and theatricals were the order of the 
day. 

Jan congratulated himself a hundred times 
that he could neither play, sing, nor act, but 
he liked to listen to Marie's pure voice as he 
sat by the open skylights on the deserted deck. 

One evening she sang Gounod's "Ave 
Maria," so sadly, so tenderly ! Jan was quite 
alone on deck, and as the song floated by 
him, away to the stars, he covered his face 
with his hands. As it died away, he looked 
up despairingly. ** Oh, my God ! " he whis- 
pered, **why do I give her a chance of for- 
getting me ? " 
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"Vanity of vanities, all is vanity." — EccUsiastes. 

A SWEET smell of earth, and earth's fair 
flowers. A splashing of little boats, — a 
babble of strange tongues. 

** Welcome to Dutch India ! ladies and gen- 
tlemen," said the captain as he shook hands 
all round. 

Yes, there lay India! India the rich, the 
beautiful, the mysterious ! there she lay in her 
mantle of green at Jan's feet. 

Oh ! strange human nature ! that desires 
what it cannot get, that spurns what lies be- 
fore it. Oh ! miserable human nature ! that 
heaps great stones of folly and perversity 
along the already too difficult path of life. 

A month ago, and Jan would have seen 
**the Promised Land " in this fair India. Now 
he leant over the ship watching the coolies 
who came to unload with a listless face. 

It was night, and a great electric lamp had 
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been swung up for the unloading of the vessel : 
the intense light flooded the deck and all the 
surrounding boats and barges, and stretched 
away in hard rays to the tree-clad shore. The 
hills beyond seemed more dark by contrast 
with the vivid light; and for a moment the 
young man looked at them wonderingly, for a 
moment old Riapan's songs wafted to him on 
the night air, but he turned wearily from it all 
with a sigh, asking himself what he would do 
if Marie should forget him. 

Ah! Jan! wisely that preacher of old cried, 
"Vanity of vanities, all is vanity!" 

Where was Marie Verburgh? That was 
young Van Riemskerk's first thought when he 
stood at last among the Isles of India. He 
soon found her watching the natives, in one 
of the spots of shadow. 

"Welcome to our Dutch India, Miss Ver- 
burgh ! " 

"Thank you." 

"You leave us to-morrow?" — Van Riems- 
kerk knew as well as she did that she landed 
on the morrow. 

How low that " Yes " was ! She was pray- 
ing for strength ; and when he who helps all 
who ask him sent it her, she raised her eyes 
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to Jan's, looking at him fearlessly, though with 
a beautiful sadness. Her love had driven 
away her false shame — indeed, all thought of 
self had gone out of her with her prayer. 

** Mr. Van Riemskerk," she said, ** I want 
to thank you for all your goodness to me. I 
was very lonely, very friendless when I came 
on board, and you, of all, were kindest to me. 
I hope," and her voice broke a little, ** I hope 
you will be happy all your life for it. You 
have much to do and see in India, and you will 
meet all sorts of people, but " 

" Marie ! " he had drawn her back into the 
shadow, and was searching her face with eager 
eyes — **You won't forget me?" he asked 
hoarsely ; then, with an uneasy laugh, ** You 
will remember my name if I come back again?" 

Why did you heap your way with such big 
stones, Jan ? Why did you not tell her there 
and then that you loved her with your whole 
heart ? Why did you only say ** Marie, Marie, 
I don't believe in attachments formed in idle 
days at sea. I am afraid to ask you if you 
love me, dear, but afterward, when I come 
back, you won't have forgotten me ? You will 
listen to me then, perhaps ? " 

Marie replied, ** Yes, I will listen to you 
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then," and looked up into his face with an ex- 
pression which he never forgot, never under- 
stood. " But now I will wish you good-night," 
and she left suddenly. 

Having himself rolled the stones across his 
own way, he was angry with God and man 
because he tumbled over them. 

Was there a God ? he asked himself, when 
all things went so sadly crooked ; why must 
sorrow and pain and parting torture men and 
women ? Because of sin ! Why must sin ex- 
ist? Where was this mighty God to whom 
men prayed whilst sin stalked unchecked with 
its hideous train of evils ? Why, if he were 
all-powerful, did he not crush Satan, sin, and 
sorrow ? 

Why ? Because he wished to send his Son. 
Why, again, this awful injustice, this killing of 
the just for the unjust ? 

That humanity should learn gratitude, true 
love ! Could man be grateful to an unjust 
God ? But if God died himself for man, was 
that unjust? But was Christ God? What 
was God? Where was that heaven? — that sad, 
awful hell ? Where were those nations that 
had thundered mighty in strength and sin 
through the forgotten ages ? Where was that 
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mother he had never known who, in her life, 
had prayed and trusted? Must he, too, die 
and wither into dust? Yet why should he 
live when all the world was out of joint, when 
even what he loved was not his ? Surely if 
God were not, if death were nothing but an 
endless sleep, a ceasing to be, surely then it 
was good to close their eyes and forget for- 
ever? Forget ! Did the dead forget? or was 
death one long memory, one undying regret 
for what life might have been ? 

** Pray ! pray ! " pleaded his soul ; and in an 
agony he answered, ** I can't! I dare not! I 
don't know what God is." 

" Oh ! my Father I help him ! for Christ's 
sake help him ! " prayed Marie. 

Blessed pure prayer that took its white- 
winged flight to God. Oh ! blessed little 
prayer I long, long after you had faded in the 
glory of Heaven, your answer fell from an All- 
remembering Father ! 

But stubborn Jan must go his own way first, 
and learn the bitter lessons that it taught him. 
But, some reader may say, ** I don't see what he 
had to be so unhappy about ! The whole world 
has to solve the problems that vexed him, he 
was no worse off than every other young man. 
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and, at all events, Marie loved him, and he 
had plenty of money." 

Certainly — the whole world has these mat- 
ters to think out, but generally it cuts the 
Gordian knot by forgetting all about them ; 
whereas Jan van Riemskerk thought intense- 
ly, as he loved intensely, as he had longed 
for India intensely. He had unconsciously 
something of the poet in him, something of 
the devotee — and — well, you see, reader, 
this story has to do with Jan, and not with 
the whole world, and a true story tells what 
a man feels, even when it can't tell why he 
feels, and so in the story of Jan's travels, his 
thoughts and doubts and foolish love-affairs 
must have their place. 

Jan left his bed before cockcrow, and went 
on deck. The sun rose in rare beauty, and 
lit up the emerald fairness of the hills. Far 
out in the yet sleeping ocean little green isl- 
ands peeped from the begilded darkness for a 
moment, and then burst forth laughingly into 
the light. 

The ship was anchored in a natural harbor, 
formed by a long bay in the mainland, and 
guarded at its mouth by lovely islands. One 
of these islands was quite near, and Jan could 
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see a family of little gray monkeys taking 
their morning bath on the shore : papa ran 
first, chattering in an important way ; behind 
him came mama with her numerous family ; 
one shrinking little creature was afraid, or 
cold, for he jumped upon a rock, and sat 
there trembling and biting at the others when 
they tried to pull him into the water. 

A very old monkey, who evidently es- 
chewed bathing on principle, seemed to re- 
sent the disobedience of this young water 
abstainer, who, deaf to the entreaties of his 
mother, was blinking wofully at the sun ; for, 
coming behind him, he tipped him into the 
sea. 

Jan laughed so heartily that the monkeys 
must have thought that he had neither care 
nor trouble in the world, and the captain re- 
marked what wonderful spirits he was in. 

But they both laughed again when the 
"happy family" came out of the water and 
fished for their breakfasts by dropping their 
long tails into the holes that the sand crabs 
had made, and patiently leaving them there 
till the unfortunate little animals had fastened 
their claws well into them. Then out came 
the tails with lightning-like rapidity, and the 
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monkeys looked humblingly human as they 
thoroughly enjoyed their meal. 

One by one the passengers came on deck 
and marveled at the beauty of the scene, and 
though some looked a little sad at the coming 
partings (for many were going on shore for 
good), they all chattered and laughed to- 
together bravely till sadness ran away, or, at 
least, hid herself behind smiles. 

Marie had to listen to a long and compli- 
mentary speech from the captain ; and the 
children were clinging about her, sorry to lose 
her before the end of the voyage; then she 
must write in some girls albums, and speak 
kindly to the tearful widow, who was too fat 
and vulgar to be taken much notice of by any 
one else. 

Of course, too, an irrepressible elderly gen- 
tleman declared he was broken-hearted, and 
produced a pocket handkerchief as big as a 
sheet. There never was a boat full of pas- 
sengers without that elderly gentleman, who 
laughs noisily, talks noisily, and quarrels nois- 
ily throughout the entire voyage. Yet he is 
very good-natured, very silly, though, at least, 
he gives one proof of having brains, in that 
the sea air invariably affects them. Indeed, 
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every one was sorry that Marie was going ; 
even the sarcastic white-handed resident, hav- 
ing called the native waiter to ask him if she 
were going for good, told her, with a stately 
bow, that he had thought of nothing else all 
night. 

Her uncle was on the dirty little tender the 
first time it came alongside the ship. 

He was dressed in white from head to foot. 
His great bulldog face was deep red, with little 
blue eyes twinkling out of the fat His coarse 
underlip protruded when he talked, or dropped, 
blue and wet, upon his many chins when he 
was silent. His nails were ill-shaped and 
frightfully bitten. His whole body was one 
mass of loose, flabby flesh; whilst his little 
spindle legs tottered under the hideous trunk 
they had to support. 

He kissed Marie with great smacking kisses, 
and, putting his arm round her waist, asked 
her which young man he had got to settle 
up with. When she drew herself away from 
him with a look of almost repulsion, he glanced 
at her with coarse admiration ; then, turning 
with a leer toward the passengers, he in- 
formed them that, had he been they, he would 
have known better than to waste his time. 
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He added a general invitation to them to look 
him up in six months, and see if she — and he 
jerked his thumb in the direction of Marie — 
had not almost forgotten what her maiden 
name was ! 

A shaking of hands — a hurried bidding of 
last good-bys, and Marie had gone ! The 
gossips looked at each other with blank faces, 
and Jan would fain have stretched his arms 
out, over the laughing sea, and drawn her up 
against his heart forever, but it was too late : 
she had gone ! 

When the little steamer came back to fetch 
tardy passengers, Jan went on shore. He 
hardly knew why he went; for he felt in no 
mood for sight-seeing ; but anything was bet- 
ter than being caged up in the ship. Perhaps 
he hoped to get away from his fellow-passen- 
gers, or perhaps he flattered himself that on 
that green, sleepy-looking shore he might for- 
get his troubles for a time, like Tennyson's 
" Lotus Eaters." 

But vainly he wandered, vainly he thought 
of Riapan's songs as he stood before the rug- 
ged tombs of forgotten chiefs, or laughed with 
the plump copper-colored girls in the market- 
place. 

4* 
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How he would have deh'ghted in that mar- 
ket-place a month ago ! The glaring sunlight, 
the many-colored dresses of the people, the 
strange, luscious fruits, the trays of rose and 
lily leaves, the ** sirih " stalls, the little bamboo 
kitchens, with their bowls of rice and skewers 
of curried meat, the pungent smell of fruit, the 
confusion of tongues. How it would all have 
impressed him a month ago ! 

And then the Chinese quarter ! Fancy Van 
Riemskerk hurrying through it with hardly a 
glance to throw at the quaint houses, or at the 
red-paper prayers hung on their door-posts ; 
nor at servile John Chinaman bowing to the 
ground, and waving an invitation to enter his 
** toko " (store), which is generally full of such 
awful rubbish ! 

A wedding party came slowly down the 
street, with red banners waving from feathery 
bamboo poles, and little boys carrying great 
lanterns staggering on in front of the proces- 
sion. Behind a band of musicians making 
tuneless shrill music came the bride and bride- 
groom, surrounded by their friends. The 
pretty bride wore a cage-like head-dress of 
beads, and had little curls painted on her fore- 
head. The bridegroom crept along beside his 
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bride, whom he saw that day for the first time ; 
a basin-shaped hat with deep silk fringe al- 
most hid his face, and his cherished pigtail 
was finished off with red silk for the last time, 
for to-morrow a blue pigtail would proclaim 
him a married man ! They reached the tem- 
ple, and the gates fell open before them; 
slowly they entered it alone, and stood before 
the altar with bowed heads, and three times 
the bridegroom raised his clasped hands above 
his head, praying though he dared not look up. 

"These people have more God than I," 
thought Van Riemskerk, and turned wearily 
away from the temple gates, the curious 
crowd falling back before him, though a party 
of small boys with minute pigtails and the 
shortest of skirts accompanied him to the end 
of the quarter. 

The stately Arabs, in their long white 
gowns and short mustard-colored jackets, 
salaamed before him in vain; he did not 
even see them, except when one, more sly- 
eyed and forward than the rest, held a silver 
chain of Indian workmanship under his nose ; 
then he bought it — remembering that Marie 
had worn just such a one, and with a vague 
idea of giving it to Aunt Tilly afterward — 
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and passed on, with the chain in his coat 
pocket just above his heart. 

A black-eyed girl ran after him, a gaudy 
** sarong" (native skirt) twisted round her 
lithe body, and heavy silver bangles on her 
arms and ankles. She was a pretty, forward 
child, but when at last she succeeded in mak- 
ing Jan look at her, she pretended to be shy, 
and hid her face on her arm, the picture of 
savage grace. Ah ! little tiger beauty ! You 
should have spared your charms for one more 
susceptible. Jan gave you that silver piece 
because you were still a child in years, and 
Marie loved children. Yet you were very 
sweet, very winning : Jan would have treated 
you differently a month ago. 

At last he returned to the ship ; even the 
grinning passengers were better than that 
nightmare of loneliness nn the midst of a 
strange people. 

" I will grind like a devil at Malay and 
Javanese," he thought, *'till my dulled brain 
can think of nothing else." 

Two or three men hailed him as he came 
up the companion. 

** We are in luck, old chap ! " one of them 
whispered. "There is another pretty girl 
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come on board. Are you going to give us a 
chance this time; or do you mean to go in 
for a second course of the art of traveling 
made perfect ? " 

** Oh, you fellows ! you are never sensible 
for a moment! " replied Van Riemskerk; and, 
thinking of Marie, he stooped to pick up a 
little child who had loved her. 

" Hullo ! Van Riemskerk. It is as well to 
be off with the old love before you are on with 
the new ! " laughed one of the young men, as 
he picked up the Indian chain that had fallen 
out of Jan's pocket. 

" Give it to me ! " cried Jan. '* It never be- 
longed to any one, I bought it on shore from 
an Arab." ^ 

" Oh ! ah! did you now ?" said the finder of 
the chain, as he dangled it in front of his 
waistcoat "Nice thing for a watch ; is n't it ?" 

A dangerous fire blazed up in Jan's eyes. 

'' If you don't give me that chain," he mut- 
tered, ** I '11 punch your head ! " 

" O Lord ! " laughed the young man, with 
the good humor that is born of impenetrable 
stupidity. " Here is the chain, and here is 
my head, but don't punch it, please ; it would 
hurt, you know ! " 
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Snatching the chain from him, Jan turned 
on his heel, to get over his bad temper alone. 

" Van Riemskerk ! " 

"What is it now?" 

** Don't forget to wrap that charming watch- 
chain up in tissue paper ! " 

Jan went below, and flung the ill-fated chain 
out of his cabin window. 
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CHAPTER V 

VAN RIEMSKERK rushed about Bata- 
via in the hope of " walking off his heart- 
ache, and all his fears that Marie would for- 
get him." He saw a hundred new sights, he 
walked himself weary in the midday heat, he 
forgot to eat ; in fact, he did all those things 
he ought not to have done, and the result was 
— fever! One day he was brought back to 
the hotel unconscious, and as there was no 
one to nurse him, he was taken to the hospi- 
tal, where he tossed through long days of 
awful thirst and agonized delirium. 

But he was strong and young, and so in 
about a week's time he could crawl out into 
the verandah, to smell the sweet Melati flow- 
ers, and watch the deep shadows creep across 
the grass in the peaceful hospital garden. 

When he talked of leavinjy for Soerabaya, 
the doctor promised to let him travel as 
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quickly as possible, believing that the few 
days at sea would help to brace him up again. 

All his haunting thoughts had left him with 
the fever. His mind seemed to be helping 
his body to get well by being perfectly in- 
active and dull. If he read a book one day, 
he forgot it the next; and once on the sea 
again he did not try to read, for it was occupa- 
tion enough to lounge in a deck-chair watch- 
ing the blue inland mountains, and the low 
north coast of Java, passing before him. Little 
boats, too, with wing-shaped yellow and white 
sails, flecked the shimmering water ; all kinds 
of driftwood floated by, laden with strange 
sea fowl; frolicsome shoals of fish sprang 
gleaming into the sunlight. 

It was a relief to him to get on a new ship 
where no one knew Marie, and yet, through 
all those languid days, he thought unceasingly 
of her, not as he had done, in an agony of 
regret, but as some sweet angel who would 
come to him at last ; and sometimes when he 
felt too weak to think, he just said ** Marie, 
Marie," to himself 

But as the sea air blew new strength into 
him, came the desire to write and tell her 
everything ; and as he lay back in his chair 
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watching the sea birds and the cloud shadows, 
he would delight in fancying how she would 
look when she got his letter, and what he 
would write to her, and what she would write 
to him. 

He had telegraphed to a friend at Soer- 
abaya to say that he was coming, and the 
ship had hardly anchored in the foul harbor, 
when a very wee boat, with a big one-sided 
awning and an enormous sail, brought this 
friend on board. 

His bright, handsome face beamed a wel- 
come, and pale, wan Jan felt that five minutes 
with Henk Hijs did him more good than ever 
the sea voyage had done. 

" You must come on shore at once — bother 
your luggage ! " cried Henk, putting his hand 
affectionately on Jan's shoulder; **we shall 
have to put you through a course of ' Grim ' 
and cheer you up a bit. Why man ! I thought 
you would bring a Dutch color with you, and 
you look as if you had lived here all your life, 
and were looking about for your coffin ! " 

'* My dear fellow ! I will be most happy to 
try ' Grim ' or anything else ; you must really 
get me well as fast as you can, for I have a lot 
of work to do here." 
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** Ah ! the work can wait, no one is ever in 
a hurry in India. Of course 'you will come 
and stay with me ? Everything is ready for 
you." 

So, laughing and talking, the two friends 
left the ship, and the wee boat darted like a 
one-winged bird across the harbor. The na- 
tive boatmen lowered the sail when they came 
to the yellow, evil-smelling river, and worked 
their way in amongst the barges with long 
poles that stirred up the fetid river mud, mak- 
ing Jan feel faint and sick. 

"Ah! that 's nothing," laughed Henk, see- 
ing his friend make faces, and hold his nose. — 
** everything stinks in Soerabaya. It is not 
much worse than the Amsterdam canals after 
all!" 

*'Well, I don't know," replied his friend; 
"perhaps it is the great heat that seems to 
make it more intolerable here. Anyhow, I 
don't think I can stand it much longer ! " 

"No need to try," said Henk, "for here is 
the Custom House, and there is my trap ; we 
will go and take a 'bitters' at Grim's, and then 
get home to ' ryst-tafel ' " (Dutch-Indian lun- 
cheon). 

Jan found that " Grim's " was a large res- 
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taurant, "the bachelor's joy," as Henk called 
it, and they watched the passers-by, and chatted 
of old times, as they sipped their ** bitters" in 
the pleasant gallery. 

These two were old schoolfellows and fast 
friends. Jan found Henk but little altered by 
his Indian life. He was a little fatter, a little 
yellower, and a little thirstier, that was all. 

*' Youare just the same good-natured fellow, 
Henk." 

'* Of course I look good-natured now, I am 
so glad to see you ! " 

** But you always were glad to see every one : 
you never had an enemy in your life ! " 

" No-o, except perhaps Bruin major at 
school. What a sweet kick that was I gave 
him ! Do you remember ? " 

"Why, of course I do!" Jan answered, and 
both the young men laughed as heartily as 
though they still sat behind their slates. 

" Oh, dear ! " cried Henk, wiping his eyes, 
"I wish I were a boy again : I would give some- 
thing to live my life over again — would n't 
you?" 

"I don't know," said Jan, puffing thought- 
fully at his cigar; "one gets so many bothers 
and worries in life, — and thoughts," he added. 
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with a shade of the old anxiety passing over 
his face. 

" You, bothers and worries ! and you have 
everything in the world you can wish for ! ' 
exclaimed his friend. 

" And my thoughts ? " asked Jan. 

" Ah ! you always were a dab at thinking, 
even at school. Do you remember the story 
you wrote ? " 

' No?" 

" Don't you ? I have it still ! You sold it 
me for my English two-bladed knife. By the 
by ! how is dear old Aunt Tilly ? " 

"Very well. What makes you think of her ? ' 

'*Why, you always gave us such a dose of 
her at school — Aunt Tilly could do this ! and 
Aunt Tilly could do that ! Don't you remem- 
ber when little Keppel said that what with 
Smit's brother, and Van Riemskerk's aunt, life 
was not worth living ? " 

Strange that these two men, who had been 
into all sorts of society together, should forget 
their riper years in the first hour of their re- 
union, and turn with mutual pleasure to school- 
day reminiscences ! 

Van Riemskerk went the next day to see 
the widowed Mrs. Van Plot. She was a large 



Digitized by 



Googk 



''GOLD" 6$ 

languid woman, with pale eyes and hair. She 
received the young man silently, though she 
left off fanning her stomach to weep a little in 
memory of the departed ; but weeping meant 
drying her eyes with a pocket-handkerchief, 
so, not having one handy, she sniffed away 
her tears, and sighed ; and as she could sigh 
and fan too, without moving much, she did 
both for some ten minutes, without troubling 
herself to speak. 

Having echoed all the widow's sighs, and 
drunk the inevitable glass of soda-water, Jan 
at last succeeded in getting the address of the 
lawyer who had taken charge of the late 
agent's keys ; and then, as Mrs. Van Flot was 
still fanning herself, and in an apparent state 
of exhaustion from his visit, he took his leave, 
and hastened first to the lawyer's office, and 
then to that of Riemskerk & Co., where a 
Chinese clerk received him without showing 
the slightest surprise. Rising from his frame 
of reckoning beads strung on iron bars, the 
Chinaman bowed very low, heard Van Riems- 
kerk's orders, replied to his questions, pointed 
out Mr. Van Plot's desk and private sealed 
boxes, and seeing that his attention was no 
more required, placed a chair in front of the 
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desk, fetched a pitcher of water and a glass, 
and returned to his reckoning without having 
once altered the expression of his face. 

Van Riemskerk sat for a moment wonder- 
ing whether the Chinaman's expression would 
alter when he returned to his home in the 
Chinese quarter, which smelt even worse than 
the river did. Could he have seen him that 
evening sitting smilingly over an open sewer, 
talking vivaciously to his neighbor, and dan- 
gling his one-year-old son on his knee, he might 
have marveled at the uselessness of his nose, 
but he could never more have doubted the 
variability of his countenance. 

Remembering that he was there to study Mr. 
Van Plot's affairs and not Chinamen's faces, 
Jan set to work, looking over and sorting the 
letters and papers. Then the lawyer came in 
a little later, and they had a long business talk 
which would interest no one. 

The young man found everything in order, 
and was well pleased with the dead agent and 
the living lawyer. At length the rather tedi- 
ous conversation came to an end, and, after 
making an appointment to meet on the mor- 
row, the two men parted, the lawyer hastening 
to his other work, whilst Jan remained at the 
desk, sorting the many papers. 
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It was a ponderous desk, with a pillar of 
drawers at either end of it Jan thought it 
would take him days to look through the col- 
lection of manuscript that he found in them; 
and at last, thoroughly worn out with the 
morning's work, he began opening and shut- 
ting the drawers carelessly, just glancing in- 
side as he did so. One drawer was full of 
odds and ends, and he turned the things over, 
glad to find a new occupation. 

An old pipe, a plaited grass cigar-case, a 
leaflet on some patent medicine, an old- 
fashioned watch-key, — nothing worth look- 
ing at ! At the back of the drawer was a to- 
bacco bag worked with forget-me-nots, in faded 
silks, and Jan tossed it back again without a 
thought, and little guessing why it had been 
hidden away, and treasured, in that dark cor- 
ner. Perhaps Aunt Tilly could have told him 
more about it ! 

No, there was nothing worth looking at after 
all, except possibly the bundle of old manu- 
script labeled, " Old manuscripts, and extracts 
from old manuscripts, with translations of the 
same, for Mr. Van Riemskerk." 

Jan was glad to find these : he knew they 
would interest his father. He had already 
obtained at Batavia much valuable information 
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for him, but the old writings were difficult to 
get at, and more difficult to read, often being 
in a mixture of languages, and otherwise im- 
perfect. 

One of these old writings was in a really 
wonderful state of preservation ; it was dock- 
eted in Mr. Van Flot s handwriting with these 
words : 

*' These manuscripts were given to me by 
the Regent of Poelulu, who obtained them 
from a medicine woman in whose family they 
had been for hundreds of years. There really 
is a Land of Moa, somewhere near the Hassa 
Hassa, I believe." 

The manuscript itself was beautifully writ- 
ten in very pure high Malay ; it was a good 
deal spotted by damp, and a little torn, but 
was otherwise in good condition. It ran as 
follows, although the reader must remember 
that it loses much in translation : 

THE SONG OF OLAM, KING OF MOA 
I, 01am, the son of kings, know the secrets of the 

earth ! 
Come I not from the Land of Moa by the fire 

mountains ? 
Have I not read in the books, the great wise books, 

written by those who lived in the ages when men 

thought ? 
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Have I not read therein of Moa the old, the mighty, 
the golden ? 

Have I not seen the mountain of gold ? 

Have I not heard the sighing of the spirits that float 
around it ? Have I not tried to learn her secrets ? 

Oh ! my people ! my people ! Though your bodies 
are dead, are dust — your spirits ever mournful, 
ever sorrowing, wander over the land that is mine, 
and other spirits from other kingdoms float there 
with you, my spirit people, and ever do you gaze 
on the gold that cursed you. 

For the mountain has stood in the blood of the slain, 
and battles have sickened the sweet air, and clouds 
of evil birds have darkened the sun, till Earth was 
weary of the abomination, and loosened from her 
hell the spirits of the dead to scare away the 
greedy fighting living, and to wail forever round 
their idol, their god ! 

Gold ! Gold ! Gold ! gather it, pluck it up, hold it 
before your eyes ! See ! it is fat yellow gold ! 
Look ! and you forget your gods as you fight for 
it, kill for it, lie for it ! 

It is true, it is true ! I, 01am, King of Moa, sing 
it ; and I, the King, have felt the " gold fire " in 
my blood, and I have gone, I have gone from my 
kingdom, my people. 

Go see for yourself, O wanderer over the earth ! 

Go see if I sing not the truth, Allah's truth. My 

country has been from the waters to the waters. 

Go ! hasten to my land, the spirit land of Moa ! 

5* 
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Go ! where the fire mountains are vomiting fire ! 
One giant mountain burns fierce in the water! 
All these will you see from the mountains of Moa. 

I turned from my kingdom, my country, my peo- 
ple, and went with my armies through the land 
of sad spirits, — across the great sea that is hid in 
the forests — and on, till we came to the mighty 
gold mountain. All who did look on it trembled 
with fear. 

I whipped them, I scourged them, my army, my 
children ! 

They, fell down as gnats, and did die of their terror. 
Gold ! gold ! was before us ; I scorned their base 
fear, I laughed at their terror, their death pains, 
their horror ; I laughed at the mountain, I mocked 
at the spirits. 

Here the manuscript was much spoiled by 
damp, and somewhat worn, but Van Riems- 
kerk could make out two lines which ran thus : 

On — on we wandered, I, and the braver, on till we 
came to another great water. 

Then came a few lines that were perfectly 
unreadable, and then — 

The spirit of the water cared not that I was King ! 
Cared not ! though we blew upon our great shell 
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trumpets ! and all bleeding, he cast me on a shorp 
that I knew not; and though I would return to 
you, my own ! my people ! I may not, I cannot, 
for I, the King, am sold, and here in a great ship 
have my strange masters brought me, although I 
cried aloud I am a king ! a king ! a king ! They 
turn to me deaf ears, and cruel mocking faces, 
though I heal them of their pains, their lives, their 
evils, and teach them from my endless store of 
ancient wisdom. 
Go ! go to my country ; tell it to my people, Olam, 
the son of kings, is sold ! a slave ! Go ! look 
upon the gold that has cursed my kingdom. But 
go not, O wanderer, upon the mountain, it is 
cursed for the sins of the wandering spirits, for 
the lust of the gold that is hidden within it, it is 
cursed 1 and hurls death at the first who walks 
on it! 

"That is a queer sort of manuscript," 
thought Jan, and, as he read it carefully, he 
thought he saw the rays of the dawn of a 
New Age breaking over the world. 
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CHAPTER VI 

" Where the sugar is, there come the ants." — Malay Proverb, 

MARIE'S uncle was very kind to her, yet 
she thoroughly disliked him. His coarse 
manners, coarse jokes, and coarse affection 
were unsympathetic to her in the highest de- 
gree, nor was she better pleased with her 
young cousins. These little half-castes were 
ignorant, idle, and vain, mischievous as mon- 
keys, and without even a rudimentary idea of 
the meaning of the word truth. Their mother 
was dead, and Marie had been warned in the 
Netherlands not to ask too much about her.^ 
However, the girls remembered their poor 
scared mother perfectly well, and had no 
European scruples as to the delicacy of talk- 
ing about her. 

1 It is the custom in Dutch India for unmarried Europeans to 
take a native housekeeper, who becomes their mistress. Naturally, 
this custom often leads to misery, desertion, and jealousy, and is at 
the bottom of half the cases of poisoning, sudden death, and mysteri- 
ous illness that one hears of in the Dutch East. — Author. 
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Marie learnt from them how, with the self- 
sacrificing love that native women often have 
for their children, this most unhappy mother 
had returned to her mountain village to die 
there, unloved and forgotten, on condition that 
her little girls might bear their father's name. 

" Oh, it would never have done ! she was 
so vulgar, you know," said Mina, the eldest 
girl. '* She ate rice with her fingers, so " — 
and Mina took up imaginary grains between 
her two first fingers and her thumb and 
pushed it with her thumb into her mouth. 

** And when Pa beat her, she used to creep 
away and cry like a child," added the younger 
sister; "and when we went to Batavia, we 
went first-class on the steamer with Pa, but 
Ma went fourth-class with the servants ! " 

" Then she could not talk Dutch, you see," 
continued Mina, who had been waiting impa- 
tiently during her sister's interesting informa- 
tion ; " nor could she sing pretty songs like 
you can : she could only drone ' Mina, Mina, 
Bobo ! ' and some of the things they sing in 
the hills, but they always made her cry " 

" Yes, she was very fond of crying," inter- 
rupted Sophie again, "but she cried very 
quietly, so that Pa should not hear ; and if we 
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were ill, or hot, she would sit on the floor and 
sing to us all night." 

" I think she was a very good mother to 
you children," said poor Marie, feeling that a 
remark was expected from her. 

" It would never have done though," re- 
peated Mina, the superior. 

" Still, she never hit us like Pa does," put 
in Sophie. 

'* She knew Pa would hit her back again," 
cried Mina. 

Such conversation annoyed Marie daily, 
and she always tried to change the subject for 
one less painful, but there was enough of the 
mysterious about their mother to make the 
two girls like to talk about her, and they had 
not yet reached the age when bitter shame 
would seal their lips; indeed, Marie often 
doubted if that terrible feeling would ever 
come to them. Truly, lower natures are 
spared much suffering. 

Mr. Verburgh's house was a large, airy 
building, with light, cheerful rooms, and a big 
gallery at the back and front of it. Its pointed 
roof was covered with dried palm leaves, so 
arranged over laths of bamboo as to form a 
solid tile-like construction, although the out- 
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side of the roof had more the appearance of 
thatch. 

The big front gallery was full of rocking- 
chairs and round tables, and opened into a 
comfortable sitting-room that ran the whole 
breadth of the house. Here a door led into 
an inner gallery or corridor, upon either side 
of which were the various bed-rooms ; behind 
these was the back gallery, a large, homely 
place, where the family meals were taken. 

The kitchens and bath-rooms were scat- 
tered about at the back of the house, without 
any apparent order. 

Mr. Verburgh's office was in a separate 
building on the left side of the house, whilst a 
*' guest-house " balanced it on the right ; and 
here Marie had her private rooms, although 
she took her meals with the family. She also 
had her own maid, a plump little Javanese 
woman, who was continually surprising her 
by her strange ways and postures. 

Marie soon found that her uncle was very 
proud of her. He liked to ** show her off," as 
he said, and he was perpetually wondering to 
whom he would marry her. 

She was free to teach his children as much 
or as little as she liked, as long as she came to 
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meals looking cool and pretty, and spent her 
evenings in the front gallery receiving and 
entertaining his guests; and as Dutch-Indian 
visitors make visits of an hour or two, this 
last was often the most irksome of all her 
duties. He asked no questions as to how she 
spent the rest of her time, nor did he seem to 
mind how she spent his money. 

** Order what you like for yourself or the 
monkeys " (his daughters), he would say, when 
the question of dress arose. ** Get something 
dashing and stylish from Paris, so as to cut a 
figure in the place, and turn all the * nonnas ' ^ 
green and yellow with jealousy. Not out of 
mourning yet? Oh, stuff! Padang don't 
know when your father died, does it ? Come, 
it is n*t many girls who get the chance of or- 
dering just what they like ! " And then he 
would slap some bank-notes down on the 
table, and waddle away, singing doubtful 
French songs at the top of his voice. 

" She wants a lot of taming does that niece 
of mine ! " he told his friends at the club, as he 
drank his fourth champagne and bitter. " She 
carries her head mortal high, and she is beastly 

1 Nonna, the native name for lady, and the European title for half- 
caste ladies. 
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good. Whichever of you fellows marries her 
will have to come home to tea, I can promise 
you ! " 

Marie was thoroughly miserable, though 
she was virtually mistress of a beautiful house, 
and had found an uncle who was anxious to 
pet and spoil her in every way. But her father 
had been one of the most refined of men, and 
her few memories of her Italian mother were 
lovable and tender. She felt that these had 
loved her because she was Marie — sick, well, 
ugly, or pretty, they would have loved her 
just the same; whereas she knew that her 
uncle would never have welcomed her so 
warmly to his home had she not adorned it. 
She considered that he looked upon her as so 
much marketable property, and she feared, yet 
despised, the anger he would vent upon her 
when he discovered her determination not to 
marry any one of his friends. Then she 
thought, with a sigh, how different it might 
all have been ** if only — " and next she hated 
herself for sighing, and, hardening her heart, 
went about amongst her relations with the 
chill, proud look they were already learning 
to fear. 

Amongst Mr. Verburgh's friends were many 
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who would have liked to undertake the "tam- 
ing" of Miss Marie, but she treated them all 
with a stately courtesy that weighted their 
hearts, paralyzed their tongues, and made 
cowards of the bravest; and evening after 
evening they left her uncle's hospitable roof 
with the uncomfortable knowledge that they 
had made no progress. 

But a certain TermuUer was not afraid. He 
stared at Marie with bold admiration, and 
told all Padang openly that he desired her. 
He was a rich export merchant who had been 
many years in India. His house was a palace, 
a wonder of white marble and green palms, 
and he had been heard to say that even if 
Miss Verburgh could resist himy the enchant- 
ing view from his front gallery must ** do for 
her " ; and certainly his was a home that would 
have tempted most women. 

His cool marble gallery^ full of tree-ferns, 
palms, and heavy-headed orchids, under which 
were the laziest of rocking-chairs, invited all 
to rest in it and feast their eyes upon the 
slumberous, sunlit sea; and the first time that 
Marie visited the place she admired all so 
much that even its master was content. 

She had gone with her uncle and the chil- 
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dren to take "ryst-tafel" with TermuUer, and 
when the meal was over, she left the two men 
and went out upon the gallery again with her 
cousins. 

The golden afternoon air was burdening 
earth and sea with its weight of sunlight; every 
leaf was still, every flower drooping with odor- 
ous warmth. Butterflies flitted here and there 
like specks of embodied happiness. The day 
was in the zenith of her glory, yet just a little 
weary of her own wondrous beauty, which had 
grown languidly voluptuous since her fresh, 
pure dawn. 

The hot air sighed as it passed over the 
nearly motionless plumes of the tall cocoa-nut 
trees, and lingered for a moment in the sweet- 
smelling acacias, sighed, languishing in the 
flood of sunlight ; and Marie sighed also with 
the little dying breeze. 

The children had caught sight of a monkey 
that was chained up under a tree, and had run 
off to chatter and crack nuts with it, and Marie 
sighed, thinking she was all alone. 

'* What a lovely afternoon ! " said Mr. Ter- 
muUer's voice behind her. She looked round 
to feel sure that Termuller had been watching 
her for some time, and this unaccountably an- 
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noyed her, so that, with a short answer, she 
turned toward the peaceful sea again. 

He came and stood quietly beside her, with 
his white freckled hands placed close to hers 
upon the balustrade. He wanted her to drink 
in all the beauty, the richness, the comfort of 
his home ; but the charm of it had gone for 
Marie, for she felt some repellent force break- 
ing against her from this man, who was mas- 
tering a mighty desire to kiss her. His hands 
shut tightly once, and then opened again to 
grasp the balustrade firmly, for he had deter- 
mined in that one moment that kissing would 
spoil the game in which, at whatever cost, he 
resolved to be the winner. 

There was a strength of character in Ter- 
muller that would have made a good man into 
a great one, yet he had no wish to be good or 
great. He had power, he loved it, and he 
wanted more : he would be Marie's lover, but 
he would be her master too; and now, turning 
his eyes upon her, he " willed" that she should 
look at him. 

Horribly fascinated, the girl slowly raised 
her eyes to his, looking up at him in the first 
terror she had ever known. If she had met 
the passionate gaze of a lover, it would have 
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been easier for her to break the spell ; but she 
saw the burning eyes of a devil bent over her, 
and with an awful hopeless shudder she felt 
that that devil was stronger than she — could 
be her master. 

** Sorry to interrupt spooning," said Uncle 
Verburgh, as he ambled into the gallery, with 
a roguish wink. After a copious " ryst-tafel," 
he looked painfully like an over-ripe green fig, 
yet his presence was for once unutterably wel- 
come to his niece. Leaving Termuller's side, 
she sat wearily down in a rocking-chair, and 
looking away over God's sea, she prayed as she 
had never done before, prayed intensely, though 
she answered the men if they spoke to her, and 
even laughed with the girls when they returned, 
all eager to tell her of the monkey's tricks. 

As they drove home, Mina said, " What a 
pity Mr. Termuller has such gooseberry 
eyes ! " 

" Gooseberry eyes ! " exclaimed Marie, 
though she said no more when she remarked 
that her uncle was listening. 

" Don't hurt your aunt's feelings, girls," he 
said, with a cunning chuckle ; but Marie hardly 
heard him, she was thinking of those coals of 
fire that had glared down into her soul. 
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" But he has got gooseberry eyes ! " per- 
sisted Mina. ** Has n't he, Aunt Marie?" 

'* Yes, perhaps, sometimes," gasped Marie, 
wishing they would leave off tormenting her. 

"Oh, come!" cried Mina, "eyes can't be 
gooseberry one moment, and something else 
the next ! " 

" Gad ! I am not so sure ! " Verburgh put 
in with an uneasy laugh. " I saw him once 
in a rage with a maid, and his gooseberry 
eyes glared red ; but, naturally, when he looks 
at Miss Marie they only wear their sweetest 
expression, and that is — well " 

" Gooseberry ! " said the incorrigible Mina. 

Another of Marie's admirers was a man 
of a very different stamp from TermuUer — a 
young Russian, refined, dreamy, beautiful; the 
son of a highly-talented Russian and a wild 
young Arab girl whose deer-like eyes had 
so enchanted the weary man of the world 
that he committed what he ever afterward 
designated " the second and last indiscretion " 
of his life — he married her. 

This "first indiscretion" had been an in- 
tense love of his country, and a subsequent 
dabbling in politics, which had led to a polite 
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order to quit Russia. What he termed " this 
Russian ingratitude" had completely cured 
his "patriotic mania" or "first indiscretion." 

His " second indiscretion " was partially an- 
nulled by the death of his wife, whom he had 
met in his wanderings eastward from Russia. 

Having some private fortune, he had set 
up as a merchant in Dutch India, where, 
being clear-headed and lucky, he had quickly 
become one of the richest men of the land. 

He was paralyzed in his old age, and, re- 
tiring from business and society, had lived the 
life of a luxurious hermit in his beautiful house 
at Padang, collecting all that was curious in 
Oriental and Indian art, and devoting himself 
to the fascinating study of Buddhism. 

Before his wife died she had borne him 
twins, an " uncivilized act " which he never 
forgave her. 

" The litter," as the angry father nicknamed 
his family, had not the grace to die with the 
desert flower who gave them birth, but throve 
lustily. The elder was a boy, the younger a 
girl ; both were children of great beauty and 
promise. 

As they grew up, the girl. Vera, developed 
a strong, firm character, resembling her father 
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in this as well as in her features ; the brother, 
on the contrary, was the very picture of a 
beautiful Arab, and was as full of poetry and 
day-dreams as his sister was of vigorous com- 
mon-sense. These two loved each other 
dearly; indeed, the girl's adoration of her 
brother was, as her father said, the one "un- 
reasonable or Eastern weakness in her na- 
ture." She gave up every wish for him, and 
when her father died, she kept her brother's 
house, tending him with an almost motherly 
love, and steadily refusing all offers of mar- 
riage until Serge had found some one else to 
look after him and his fancies. 

Now Vera thought she had found this 
"some one" in Marie. She was beautiful 
enough even for her brother's fastidious taste, 
and, above all, she was pure and womanly. 
The keen eyes of the sister saw in her grand 
capabilities of self-sacrificing love and de- 
votion. 

As for young Serge, Marie was his ideal of 
perfection, his one love, his one want, his one 
hope. 

He had fancied he loved his sister passion- 
ately, but this new love of his, this dreadful 
haunting love, that he felt he would yet die 
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without; this love that absorbed his whole be- 
ing, and made his days and nights terrible yet 
sweet, was a something that he knew could 
come but once in the lifetime even of a poet! 

But the brave sister was content. ** It is 
better so," she thought, when she found her- 
self forgotten ; " Serge is a poet, and a poet's 
nature is perfected by such a love: now he 
will become a great man ! " Ah ! how she 
loved the boy (he was but twenty-three). 
What possibilities there were for him in the 
future, with his beautiful face, his fine nature, 
his great fortune. She welcomed Marie smil- 
ingly when she called, for was she not the new 
element, the one thing wanted for her brother's 
perfection ? 

And Marie loved to escape from her uncon- 
genial surroundings at home, to pass a pleas- 
ant hour or so in the society of these two. 
They were always kind to her, with that true 
kindness that leads one away from one's self and 
one's miseries. They felt intuitively that she 
was unhappy with her uncle, so uncle and 
cousins were banished from the conversation. 
Vera painted, and Marie loved to look over 
her perfect little pictures, as they chatted upon 
all subjects in the magnificent studio. Serge 

6* 
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played the organ, with a wrapt, dreamy touch, 
as if he were listening to the air, and following 
it unconsciously with his fingers. And very 
often Marie sang, and her glorious voice was 
far better suited to the organ than to the 
jangling steamer piano. When she sang, she 
thought of Jan far away, godless and unhappy, 
and all her pent-up love for him soared unre- 
strainedly with her song; it was as if her soul 
went out to meet his in the air. And the sis- 
ter, listening to her, thought " how she could 
love ! " and the brother sighed, fearing lest 
she already did so. 
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CHAPTER VII 

** For jeftlousy is the rage of man." — Proverbs, 

*• T CANT help thinking there is some- 

X thing in it," said Jan. 

" Something in what ? " asked Henk, sleep- 
ily, as he puffed the smoke of his cigar up in 
great clouds. 

" Something in that manuscript." 

''What! that arrangement in gold and 
ghosts ? No, I don't believe a word of it ! " 

"But why should n't it be true? I have 
been looking up Moa on the map, and there 
it is clear enough ; look here," and Jan got up 
and put the map on Henk's knees. 

"O Lord!" groaned the sleepy smoker; 
** I have looked at it twenty times already ! 
There 's Moa, there 's the volcanoes, there 's 
the ghosts, there 's the gold — and here 's my 
brandy-and-soda, which, in the present heat, is 
much more interesting," and he looked up 
almost imploringly at Jan. 

87 
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"Yes; but — " persisted Jan, trying to 
laugh, though his index finger trembled a little 
as he laid it on the map. 

"Yes; but — I know, I know. You have 
told it all to me before! There is gold in 
Australia; there is gold in New Guinea, 
People have long thought that originally these 
islands all formed one land with the island of 
Boeko ; therefore, as Moa is in Boeko, why 
should not Moa be chokeful of gold, like New 
Guinea and Australia are ? And why should 
n't I, just because I am so unfortunate as to 
be going to the Hassa Hassa, add to my mis- 
fortunes by hobnobbing with a lot of chilly 
ghosts, who would probably evolve themselves 
into snakes and fever, or turn out to be noth- 
ing but the fantastic dreams of an old idiot, 
who, I am happy to say, died hundreds of 
years ago?" and Henk finished his brandy- 
and-soda. 

" But think of the ' great wise books and 
the gold,' Henk." 

"My dear Jan, I am really surprised at 
you ! " said Henk, putting down his empty 
glass, and looking sternly at his friend. " The 
wisdom of Moa is rot ; and as for its gold, 
what do you want with it ? You have as much 
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money as you possibly can want, and yet you 
are continually hankering after and worrying 
about this impossible gold mine, with its spir- 
its and mountains, and all the rest of it ! To 
me there is something unhealthy in the idea. 
Why can't you put it out of your head? " 

And Henk was right ; there was something 
unhealthy in this new idea of Jan's. His ill- 
ness had left him in the condition of the man 
we read of in the Bible, who had been de- 
serted by the evil spirit; cleaned and gar- 
nished of his old haunting thoughts, but still 
morbid and weak from his fever, he fell an 
easy prey to the gold devil who was lurking 
in the pages of the old manuscript, and Moa, 
with her weird mysteries, had become an idee 
fixe with him. 

So the second state of Jan van Riemskerk 
was certainly worse than the first. The two 
men sat silently for a time, smoking and think- 
ing. Jan was again poring over the map of 
Boeko, whilst Henk drummed on the table 
with one hand, and thoughtfully smoothed his 
mustache with the other, as he wondered 
helplessly what he could do to turn the cur- 
rent of his friend's thoughts. 

At last Jan looked up from his atlas, and 
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said, "No, Henk, I can't put it out of my head; 
but I will tell you what I will do ; if you won't 
go to Moa for me, I will go for myself." 

" Of course, my dear fellow, if you will go 
a-hunting after this mare's nest, I can't chain 
you up ; you are quite your own master. I 
fear I can't even have you put into a lunatic 
asylum, though — " 

*' Come, Henk ! Do be serious for once. 
It comes to this: I am going to Moa; will 
you go with me ? " 

Henk groaned for the second time, and an- 
swered, **Jan! Jan! it 's all stuff and non- 
sense, this Moa; and I have neither time, 
money, nor inclination to go there." 

'' Of course I should pay for the expedition. 
Be a good friend, now, and come and take 
care of me. I am really not fit to travel 
alone," pleaded Van Riemskerk. 

"That is certainly true," sighed his friend. 
" You are not even fit to be trusted with a 
book of nursery rhymes. Did you never go 
to look for ' Bo Peep's ' baa lambs ? " 

"Then you will go with me?" and Van 
Riemskerk bent forward and looked eagerly 
into Henk's eyes. 

"I never said that. I only agreed that 
you were not fit to go alone." 
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" You must come with me," said Jan, put- 
ting his hand affectionately on Henk's shoulder. 
'* You are going to the Hassa Hassa, so this 
affair would only be a small extra holiday for 
you. You can leave your belongings at Re- 
maro, and get your house in order before you 
start wi)|^ me for Moa." 

** And all my work in the Hassa Hassa ? " 
" Ah ! about the coffee estates ? " 
"Yes; what else am I going for?" said 
Henk, impatiently. 

**0h, that will come all right. You will 
have lots of time for everything ; besides, I 
expect, when once you have struck gold, you 
will let the coffee-trees rot," said Jan cheer- 
fully; and Henk, throwing his eyes up to the 
ceiling, helped himself to another brandy-and- 
soda with a comically tragical expression, 
which, however, deepened into a really seri- 
ous one as his friend began to expound his 
plans for the future. Van Riemskerk had 
thought them well out ; indeed,-»as Henk re- 
marked, when he had listened for over an 
hour, as to what must be taken to Moa and 
what must be left behind, ** everything was 
prepared for the sacrifice, and it only re- 
mained for the lamb to take his passage for 
the altar." 
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'* The lamb being yourself? " 

** Being myself," answered Henk. " Come, 
I will go to my bed and compose there a 
poem on * Friendship. ' " 

"Then it is all settled?" asked Jan, as he 
took his friend's fat, lazy-looking hand. 

'* Yes, Jan ! it is all settled, though how on 
earth a man with an ounce of sense about him 
can make such an ass of himself as to — " 

" All right ! good night ! " cried Jan laugh- 
ing, as he shut the door on his friend's un- 
spoken wisdom. 

When Henk had gone, Jan wrote a long 
letter to Marie; he told her how dearly he 
loved her — that the last few weeks had only 
proved and strengthened that love, as he had 
hoped they would — that before he started 
on a long journey, he wanted to know if he 
could take with him the promise that she 
would be his wife. It was a manly, straight- 
forward letter, and any one could have read 
true love in every line of it. This new plea- 
sure of writing his love absorbed Jan, nor did 
he once think of Moa, at least he only wrote 
of making a long journey thither. 

He had to wait a fortnight for his answer, 
and that fortnight seemed a year; however, 
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he had much to do getting all sorts of stores 
and clothes — hiring Javanese servants to take 
with him — grudgingly granting interviews to 
the bewildered lawyer, who did not know what 
to think of his absent-minded client — and read- 
ing up information about gold mines. With 
infinite trouble also, he hired the services of a 
Javanese, who knew something of gold-finding 
in New Guinea, as driver or overseer of the 
men. 

Henk advised him to take as many Javanese 
as possible (because they are known to be 
sharper, braver, and more obedient than the 
inhabitants of Boeko), also to get all hatchets, 
tools, ropes, etc., before he started, ** for I fear," 
he said mournfully, " there is really nothing to 
be got in the Hassa Hassa except fever and 
mosquito-bites." 

So the fortnight passed at last, and the an- 
swer came. It was very sweet, very full of 
tender love and gratitude. Jan kissed it again 
and again. Then he ran and told Henk he 
was the happiest man in the world, and as 
Henk had heard nothing of the whole love af- 
fair, he was considerably surprised. 

" I should chuck up Moa, and go off to Miss 
Marie at once," he said, and for a moment Jan 
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was sorely tempted to do so. He longed un- 
utterably to hold her in his arms, and to hear 
from her own lips that she loved him. Moa 
faded a little, and the pictured goldfields had 
an unreal, dream-like look about them; but 
then a line from the old manuscript came into 
his head again, " Gold ! gold ! gold } Gather 
it ! pluck it up ! see, it is fat, yellow gold ! " 
and he answered " No, I will go and make her 
fortune first," and Henk turned away, sighing 
impatiently. Marie begged in her letter to 
hear more about the proposed journey, and Jan 
determined to copy the old manuscript, and 
send it to her. He thought it wiser, however, 
to suppress the last lines that spoke of the dan- 
gers of the spirit-haunted mountain. '* Why 
make the child anxious ? " he thought 

Now Jan felt certain by the few notes on 
Mr. Van Plot's paper wrapper that it had 
originally contained two old manuscripts, but 
he searched vainly in every corner of the of- 
fice for the missing one. 

" I am sure I wish you could find it," sighed 
Henk. " I dare say it was a confession of that 
arch humbug 01am that his first song was 
composed after a heavy meal of cucumbers, 
and that there was not a word of truth in it ! " 
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The night before Jan left Soerabaya he 
wrote another long letter to Marie, to accom- 
pany the copy of the song of Olam. It was 
an excited letter, full of strange plans, eager, 
and nervous. It was a long one too, for he 
went on writing knowing that he could not 
sleep. At first he had found it difficult to 
write, but after he had begun about Moa it 
seemed as if he were talking to the girl, and 
that she was listening to him with her beauti- 
ful eyes fixed sorrowfully upon his face. He 
felt that she condemned the mad plans his 
sick brain had made, and he wrote on, wildly 
arguing, answering her fancied questions, re- 
buking her, entreating her, and still his imag- 
ination saw those beautiful sad eyes condemn- 
ing him. 

When this written nightmare was finished, 
he dashed a letter off to his father, naming the 
new agent he had hurriedly chosen, telling a 
very little about business, nothing at all about 
the Indian libraries, and a very great deal about 
Moa. Weeks afterwards, good Aunt Tilly 
pored, with her tear-dimmed eyes, over this 
extraordinary epistle. She could make neither 
head nor tail of it ! 

" Ah ! " she sighed, wiping her spectacles, 
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and shaking her head as she laid the letter 
down on her open Bible. " Ah ! his poor fa- 
ther would have understood it all, perhaps ; 
but he has gone now, he has gone, he has 
gone." And the old woman cried softly to 
herself as the aged do. She was very lonely, 
now that her brother was dead ; her days had 
no bright hour in them, but the time of pas- 
sionate weeping was over for her in this even- 
tide of her life. Strong feelings had set with 
the sun, and the long twilight was calm and 
serene, with bright stars, and long-lost faces 
smiling to her out of heaven. 

The next day saw Jan and his friend on 
board the Molucca boat bound for Kamaro. 

There were some nice people on board, and 
the conversation flowed merrily. Henk was 
particularly fascinated with a pretty, fair girl 
who was going with her father to Ternate. 
She had been to the United States, and had 
picked up there a certain freedom of manner 
and speech which was new to him. Unlike the 
lazy Indian girls, lolling about in the deck- 
chairs, she wanted to go all over the ship and 
to *' understand," as she said, ''everything." 

So they went in a party to the front of the 
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ship, and looked at the native prisoners, in 
their dark blue clothes, huddled together in a 
melancholy bunch. A little behind these some 
fourth-class passengers were gambling, their 
naked backs glistening like copper as their 
dark heads met over the envied coins. An 
Arab was lying on a bright mat spread out on 
the closed hatchway ; he was taking a band of 
Javanese workmen to the nutmeg gardens of 
Banda; these Javanese crouched near him, 
watching his great melting eyes as though fas- 
cinated by them. Another Arab was asleep 
on a blanket, with one arm thrown over his 
camphor- wood box of precious wares; his 
white cap, thickly worked with gold, con- 
trasted with the clear brown of his skin. In 
sleep, the sly, tricky look so common on Arab 
faces had disappeared, and nothing but nobility 
of race and beauty of feature showed on the 
unconscious face : his dark yellow jacket had 
fallen back, showing the half open white vest, 
bare chest, and long neck. " I wish I could 
paint him," said Henk. **What a pity he 
can't go on sleeping forever ! Asleep, he is 
a thing of beauty — awake, he is a swindler, 
who would cheat Mohammed if he dared." 
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"And I daresay he squints!" added the 
pretty girl, and so, with a laugh, they passed 
on. 

Odd corners were filled up with emigrat- 
ing families, their household goods scattered 
around them, consisting principally of bright 
cotton bundles, baskets of fruit, pots, pans, 
and old meat- tins, and those mysterious and 
many-shaped packets in dried palm-leaves 
that appear to be inseparable from the Malay 
and Javanese races. 

The Chinese families kept apart, and were 
possessed of some good solid-looking boxes, 
upon which they invariably sat. A Chinaman 
is always a proud father, and many a round 
baby was held up as our friends went by. 
The quiet, cream-colored mothers whispered 
together as they chewed serrie and watched 
the gambols of their elder sons. These funny 
little Chinamen wore the worst of Chinese 
trousers, with lace at the end of them falling 
over their feet ; their queer little pigtails were 
only a few inches long, though neatly finished 
off with the correct bachelor red. 

It was a motley mosaic of peoples! Jan 
caught sight of a fair young European, who 
slunk away, ashamed of his surroundings; and 
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if he had not been so occupied with his all- 
absorbing thoughts of Moa, he would have 
felt sorry for the shabby golden-headed boy. 

" Look ! what a shame ! " cried the pretty 
girl, pointing to a low cage where ducks and 
chickens were crowded together, " the ducks 
trample the poor chickens to death, with their 
great webbed feet. See ! there are three or 
four stamped nearly flat, with their legs and 
necks forced through the bottom grating. 
Oh ! can't you prevent this ? " she asked of 
the captain, who had just joined the party. 

He laughed at her eagerness, being too 
used to this daily sight of unnecessary suffer- 
ing to give it a serious thought. 

'* One does n't think much of life on board 
an Indian steamer," he said. ** There is a 
prisoner dying below, with his companions 
laughing and talking around him : in an hour 
or so he will die, and when it is dark they will 
pitch him into the sea, and draw lots for the 
bit of tobacco that he leaves behind him." 

*' Can't I go to him ? " asked the girl, with 
tears in her eyes. 

" No, better not," replied the captain, with 
a laugh ; " he is dying of something ugly ! " 

''That's a fine woman!" said Jan to the 



Digitized by 



Googk 



100 "GOLD" 

captain, as they passed a Javanese with a 
magnificently developed body and flashing 
eyes. 

** You know who she is ? " asked the captain. 

" Why, yes ! " answered Jan, looking at 
Henk. 

The captain looked at Henk too, and mut- 
tered something about "an important member 
of Mr. Hijs's household," and then he laughed 
(the captain was always laughing). 

" I would rather be her friend than her 
enemy," continued Jan, looking curiously at 
her. *' Do you know, I stayed a month with 
Hijs at Soerabaya, but I hardly ever saw 
her." 

The captain winked, and said something 
that was intended as a compliment to Jan, and 
then he asked : " But did you see her look at 
the girl Mr. Hijs is talking to?" 

-No!" 

Some one called the captain away, but as he 
went, he looked round, laughed again, and 
said: "Advise your friend not to play with 
fire." 

Instead of going direct to Boeko, they had 
chosen a boat that went round by the Molucca 
Islands. One lovely morning saw them 
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Steaming up the fragrant natural harbor of 
Amloyna. Here, narrow winding valleys 
crept among the hills, and there a bamboo 
village peeped out from the trees that lined 
the shore. Luxuriant vegetation foamed over 
the land to the very edge of the sea, except 
where clearings had been made, and the 
straight shining trunks of the yet standing ' 
trees glistened in the hot sunshine. Far in- 
land, mountain rose above mountain ; and out 
at sea, misty islands looked like spirit-land, 
hanging between the heavens and the ocean. 

A few days later, and they saw the green 
" fire mountain " of Banda rising like a pointed 
emerald out of the sea. Tree-covered hills 
shut out the distance, and green hump-like 
islands dotted the harbor's mouth. At 
the back of the harbor nestled the little 
town, and above it the white towers of 
an old fort arose. To the right, the steep 
grassy sides of the '* fire mountain " slid into 
the sea, and to the left more friendly-looking 
hills hung over the water, their cliff-like sides 
clothed with a thousand wonders of palms, 
creepers, and orchids. 

Henk thoroughly enjoyed wandering 

through the fragrant nutmeg gardens with 
r 
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his pretty fellow-passenger ; and Jan, discov- 
ering that her father knew something about 
gold-mining, was anxious to get all the infor- 
mation that he could from the old gentleman. 
So these two strolled along behind the other 
pair, and though one or other of the four would 
notice the beauty of the place from time to 
time, they were really just as much occupied 
with their own thoughts and plans as if they 
had been in matter-of-fact Amsterdam, or 
New York, instead of on lovely Banda, that 
lies like a floating garden upon a sapphire sea. 

In the evening the ship lay under the sha- 
dow of the "fire mountain." From behind it 
the stars climbed up into the sky, to laugh 
and wink at their reflections in the water. 
All was still, save for the lazy splash of the 
waves and the night birds calling to each 
other, or the weird cry of a timid native scar- 
ing the ghosts out of his path. 

Jan paced the deck, full of his own thoughts, 
and yet in a way under the influence of the 
scene around him. Tenderly he thought of 
Marie, of his old father, of sleepy Amsterdam, 
with its quiet canals and high bridges; but 
gradually his Moa plans got uppermost in his 
.reflections again. He leant over the ship. 
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looking moodily across the harbor, and his 
eyes had got that feverish, restless look in 
them that always warned light-hearted Henk 
to keep out of his friend's way. 

'* How Henk and that girl were laughing ! " 
Jan moved impatiently away. Was there no- 
where where he could be quiet ? He thought 
he would go below, and crept toward the 
stairs (I believe one never ought to speak of 
stairs on a ship), fearing with every step to 
hear Henk's hearty " Hello, old fellow, where 
are you off to now ? " 

What was that cringing there in the 
shadow? Jan bent over a coil of cable only 
to see the Javanese woman, that "important 
member " of Henk's household, asleep behind 
it. Now, he could not believe that she was 
really sleeping; he felt sure that she hadshrunk 
back as he approached her ; and, besides, she 
was not likely to fall asleep on forbidden 
ground.^ 

" I wish Henk would be careful," he mut- 
tered, as he went below. Somehow he could 
not forget the woman. He pictured her 
crouching like a tiger near that thoughtless 
pair on deck. All the time he heard them 

1 Natives may never travel first-dass on Dutch-Indian steamers. 
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chattering together it was bearable, but when 
the last laugh died away into a long unbroken 
silence, Jan's imagination got the better of 
his reason. " Henk might be taking the 
girl's hand, might even, who could tell, be 
kissing her in the moonlight ! Who knew 
then what that Javanese tigress might not 
do?" With nervous haste, Jan rushed on 
deck again. ** What a morbid fool I am!" 
he thought, when he found that the woman 
had disappeared, and that his friends were 
quietly reading under the full light of an elec- 
tric lamp. 

'* You look as if you had seen one of the 
Moa ghosts, old fellow ! " said Henk, looking 
up from his book. 

*'D — n the ghosts!" answered Jan, not 
too good-temperedly, as he lit a cigar. 

"I quite agree with you," said his friend, 
"though I never expected you to say any- 
thing so sensible. D — n the ghosts! Let 
us go home, and leave them to oblivion ; 
let us — " 

" Don't be a fool ! " interrupted Jan, and 
then, altering his tone, he continued in a low 
voice, *' I do wish you would be more careful, 
Henk," and he looked meaningly at the girl. 
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who was leaning gracefully back in a low 
chair that the full ligiit might fall upon her 
book. 

'* O Lord ! i/iai 's all right," Henk replied, 
though he dropped his eyes uncomfortably. 

And so they all sat quietly together, under 
the shadow of the '*fire mountain," and none 
knew what was in the heart of the other, and 
none could read the future even of the morrow. 

A week later, and they were at the little 
churchyard of Batjan. The pretty girl had 
sickened and died, before any one had realized 
that she was seriously ill. There was no doc- 
tor on board, and the captain had given those 
remedies that he had, and then had had to 
tell the broken-hearted old father that he could 
do no more for her. 

And so they had come to bury her in the 
weed-grown churchyard that, half-way up the 
hill, looked out to sea. Tall cocoanut trees 
waved their heads above her grave, and when 
they had stamped the earth down upon her 
coffin, a lizard ran across the mound and dis- 
appeared in the grass. The grave beside hers 
was an Englishman's. Its crumbling white 
cross, strangled with creepers, had a forgot- 
ten, neglected look. No loving hand tended 
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Strangers' graves in Batjan, no loving hands 
tended strangers' graves anywhere ! The sea 
would sing its everlasting lullaby to these two, 
and the lizards would dart in and out of the 
rank grass that grew above them. Some wan- 
derer might stand for a moment to look down 
upon them perhaps, but no one would care 
much for two forgotten graves. 

** I would have given my life for yours, my 
darling ! " cried the old father, wildly, as they 
led him away. 

Henk's conduct with the old man was what 
the passengers described as " beautiful." For 
the rest of the voyage these two were insep- 
arable, and from the forecastle, Lalo, the 
Javanese woman, dropped a little packet into 
the sea, and then sang blithely to herself. 
Men thought how handsome she was, and 
rather envied Henk; and none, save Van 
Riemskerk, suspected the secret that she car- 
ried in her passionate, jealous heart. 

Van Riemskerk had hinted at his fears, but 
every one laughed at him, and said that his 
imagination was excited after his illness, till 
Jan himself at last began to believe what 
they said. 

** Anyhow, it is not all the woman's fault," 



Digitized by 



Googk 



**GOLD" 107 

he thought; '*it is the fault rather of us Dutch- 
men, who accept and continue the degraded 
customs of the nations we pretend to civilize. 
Because an evil is pleasant we call it neces- 
sary." 

And Jan, in spite of his sick fancies, was 
right in this case, after all. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

** A secret is like an arrow, easy to shoot away, but impossible to 
recall. " — Malay proverb, 

JAN VAN RIEMSKERK'S second letter 
made Marie very unhappy. She found it 
so wild and godless. She looked with sad 
eyes over the drowsy ocean, that seemed to 
breathe softly as it slept, and longed to get 
away — to fly like some strong- winged sea- 
bird from island to island — to get, somehow, 
over that smiling distance of deep water. 

** I am sure he is ill again," she thought; 
'' and there is no one to take care of him, no 
one to calm and help him, and now he is rush- 
ing off to this unknown land. It is all wrong, 
all wrong, and I am so helpless ! " 

** I am so helpless ! so helpless ! " This is 
what she said to herself all through the morn- 
ing, as she tried to teach her stupid cousins- 
One moment she thought she would tell her 
uncle, and implore his help in the matter ; the 
next, she shrank from confiding her secret to 
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him. She knew so well what sort of jokes he 
would make if he heard that she wanted to go 
to Jan. 

At last a happy idea came to her. 

'' I will go to Vera," she thought, "and tell 
her everything." 

By the time the children's lessons were over, 
the " rice table" was ready, and after that she 
did not like to provoke remarks by going out 
in the hot afternoon, when all wise folk slept. 
She tossed restlessly on her white-curtained 
bed for an hour or two, trying to sleep. At 
last her round-eyed maid brought the tea, and 
she knew that she was free to go unnoticed to 
her friend. 

She found Vera in her studio, finishing a 
portrait of her brother. It was very like, only 
the pictured face was firmer and more power- 
ful than the real one. " It is what he will be 
* afterward,' " his sister thought. 

To Marie's disappointment Serge was also 
in the studio. He sprang up to meet her, and 
came forward with both hands stretched out, 
and his fine face aglow with pleasure. 

*' Our star has come, sister," he said (he 
often called Marie "our star"), and Vera 
turned round and smiled affectionately, but 
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resumed her painting at once, thinking that 
the two would get on better without her. 

"What are you reading?" Marie asked of 
the young man, hoping to make him look at 
the book he had cast aside instead of at her. 

" Oh ! a wonderful old book of my father's 
on Buddhism," he answered, looking down to 
take the book up, as Marie had hoped he 
would do; **come out on the gallery and I 
will read to you." 

Serge read well, and chose the most taking 
passages. The girl stood with clasped hands 
listening to him, and he drew nearer and 
nearer to her. 

** What a lovely picture they make," thought 
the busy sister. 

At length he left off reading, and looked in- 
tently at Marie, expecting her to say some- 
thing ; she was silent, however, and apparently 
in deep thought. 

-Well?" he asked. 

Then she looked up, and he saw tears well- 
ing up into her eyes. 

" I don't understand it all," she said, " and 
I am not half clever enough to argue about 
what I don't agree with ; but it seems to me 
that God has put us into the world to live 
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with, and for, others, loving and doing good 
in our lives, and not shutting ourselves up in 
ourselves. Surely this almost spiritual life 
which your book says we are to strive after 
on earth has something selfish and cold in it. 
If I can only attain * Nirvana' by growing 
callous to the cares and troubles of my less- 
perfected fellow-creatures, I fear I shall never 
get there. I think the account of Christ's life 
on earth much more lovely, and lovable, than 
anything you have read to me." And in her 
clear, low voice she went over the old, old 
story that we know and love so well. 

In the silence that followed, her own trou- 
bles rose before her again. Vera was still 
painting, and she saw no chance of getting 
alone with her. And then she thought, why 
not tell this man her troubles. He was sym- 
pathetic to her, and much more gentle and 
kind than his sister. 

It had never occurred to Marie that he 
could be in love with her. She believed that 
any pretty woman would receive the same 
homage from him as she did ; and when she 
thought of returning home with her secret 
untold, the loneliness of her sorrow seemed 
more than she could bear, and yet she knew 
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that she was doing an unconventional, and 
perhaps a foolish, thing when she said, almost 
in a whisper — 

" I am in great trouble, I wish you would 
help me ! " 

''You know I would do anything in the 
world for you ! " answered Serge, eagerly. 

'* Oh, it is only to listen to me for a few 
minutes." Then she paused, and picking a 
bell- shaped flower from a creeper twirled it 
round in her fingers. Serge had suddenly 
turned white. "Some one that I love dearly 
is going on a long and difficult journey, and 
I am afraid that he is ill, and quite unfit to 
go, and I am here, powerless to help or ad- 
vise him. Oh, you don't know how dreadful 
I find it ! " 

"What would you have me do?" Serge 
almost hissed, as he leant heavily against a 
pillar. 

Marie had taken Jan's letter from her pocket, 
and, without looking up, she gave him the copy 
of the old manuscript to read, saying: 

"Perhaps you can understand this better 
than I do. My friend is going to this Moa." 

When he had read it — and he took a long, 
long time to do so — he said, "I have just such 
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another manuscript in my father's collection; 
I will go and fetch it." So, with his hands 
stretched out before him like a blind man, he 
disappeared into his study, where the gather- 
ing darkness of the Indian evening had al- 
ready settled. He knew just where the man- 
uscript and his father's notes on it were, and 
found them easily in the dark. Marie almost 
snatched it from his hands when he returned, 
and forgetting that she could not read Malay, 
held it up to the dying light eagerly. 

" You can't read it," Serge said ; and taking 
it from her, he began to translate thus : 

"Wisdom is more precious than gold. I, 
01am, have searched for both, and found them. 
Gold has robbed me of my might, my country, 
my people. Wisdom has given me all coun- 
tries, all peoples. My body lies amongst these 
rocks and caves. My spirit wanders over every 
land, listening to the breath of the mysterious. 
Now, I know thy secrets, O golden mountain 
of Moa ! Vainly hast thou hidden them within 
thy bosom ! Beware ! Beware, O man, who 
fain would draw out life's short line until it 
snaps from tension — who lovest thy little run- 
nings to and fro — thy little pleasures with the 
sons of men — go not upon the golden moun- 
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tain of Moa ! For what you know as * Death ' 
will fall from her, and even as you gather up 
the gold that crowns her laughing head and 
lies around her feet, thy life — the life you 
love, poor fool ! — will cease. I would not 
tell the secrets that I know, and as ' Death ' 
guards them they are safe." 

'* I can't read any farther," Serge said ; 
** you see, it has been much burnt. From its 
form, I think this is but a fragment of a very 
long manuscript." 

"It speaks of death, nothing but death," 
whispered Marie. 

'' Yes ; I ought to have looked it over again 
before I read it," replied the young man, in- 
wardly cursing himself for his carelessness. 
" You see, my father has made a lot of notes; 
perhaps they will throw a better light on it 
Shall we read them ? " 

Vera looked out of her studio to see the 
two standing together, their heads bending 
over the writing, trying to catch the dying 
light. Marie's hand lay on Serge's arm, and 
Vera smiled to herself, and nodded as she put 
away her paints, and turned the picture with 
its face to the wall. 
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** I must translate again," explained Serge ; 
" the notes are partly in Russian." 

*' Yes, yes, translate quickly. How your 
hand trembles ! " said the girl; and hardly un- 
derstanding what he read because of the chill 
faintness that was creeping over him, and the 
mighty rushings in his ears, the Russian bent 
his head low till it almost rested on her red- 
gold hair, and again she breathlessly listened. 

"This manuscript was bought by me from 
Tching Lang, who got it from a Chinese 
living in Soerabaya. 

*' I consider this manuscript valuable, and 
believe it to be very old. It is written with 
a reed pen on a paper-like material made of 
the bark of trees.^ 

*' Tching Lang believed that his friend got 
it from another Chinese, who got it from a 
medicine-woman; but as the Chinese had 
meanwhile died of cholera, and the medicine- 
woman had (according to Chinese No. II) 
been carried away by the devil, I have never 
been able to learn how it came to Java, nor 



1 We have found paper like cloth amongst the natives of the To- 
mini Bord which was much more durable than Chinese paper. It 
was made of the bark of trees. — Author. 
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when it was destroyed by fire, nor, indeed, 
anything of its history. 

" This golden mountain of Moa is evidently 
one of the secret places of the earth, such as I 
have found in Central Asia. 

" Ah ! philosopher Olam ! would that I could 
find you in your present earth-life, your secrets 
would be invaluable to the * cause ' if we could 
charm them back to your memory." 

** You see, my father was a Buddhist," ex- 
plained Serge. 

" Yes, yes, I know. Go on, please." 

'* I think these are later notes," said Serge, 
turning over his father's papers; *''you see, 
the ink is another shade. Shall we finish 
them to-morrow ? " 

** To-morrow?" asked Marie with scorn. 

Serge pushed back his faintness, and con- 
tinued : 

** I have seen the golden mountain of Moa 
with my own eyes now. We anchored off the 
island of Boeko, in the bay Dondo, in the 
kingdom of Tontoli, some miles south of the 
present kingdom of Moa, but within the limits 
of the ancient kingdom. This mountain was 
quite invisible from the bay ; and it was only 
when we landed and climbed the coast hills, 
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that we saw it far inland, rising out of a vast 
tangle of forests and sand plains. 

** I was reminded of my old manuscript by 
seeing that its peak was yellow (probably 
caused by a thick layer of sulphur and lava), 
and on inquiries the natives told me that it was 
cursed, and the home of evil spirits. I tried 
to find some guides to take me inland, but 
failed, as the people knew nothing of what lay 
a few miles beyond the coast, and were afraid 
of the unexplored. As the mountains fasci- 
nated me, I would have tried to push on with 
some of the ship s crew ; but fever broke out 
amongst them, and I did not dare to take them 
up the river, so we had to put out to sea again. 
I found that well out at sea one could see this 
golden mountain ; but as distance robbed it 
of its characteristics, it has very naturally es- 
caped notice, as mountains run all through 
Boeko like a great backbone. 

"There is good anchorage in the bay of 
Dondo." 

**That is all," said Serge, and then he 
swayed, and fell forward on the marble pave- 
ment. 

His sister came running out, and called as- 
sistance. They got him on to a divan and 
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bathed his temples with ice-water, whilst one 
of the servants ran for the doctor. 

** Don't go ! " said Vera, turning to Marie, 
who stood irresolute what to do, the manu- 
script clasped in her hands, " don't go ! Our 
sorrows are yours, now." Then she turned to 
her brother again, by whom she was kneeling, 
saying sadly, ** O brother, and just when you 
were so happy ! " 

Then all at once Marie understood, and she 
bent low over the unconscious poet, whisper- 
ing, '' Poor Serge! poor Serge! " but her heart 
was crying within her all the time, ** How 
selfish I was not to think of this before." 

When Serge opened his eyes the girl was 
still hanging over him. He looked at her for 
a moment in a weary way, and she could see 
that memory had not returned ; then she 
watched it dawn in his eyes, making them 
touchingly sad and wistful, and with a bitter 
sigh she took his hand and held it tenderly, as 
a mother holds the hand of a little child she 
longs to comfort 

The doctor soon came bustling in, and 
Marie left, thinking she would be in the way 
if she remained any longer. She was glad, 
too, to escape from brother and sister, and to 



Digitized by 



Googk 



*'GOLD" 119 

get alone to think a little. When she turned 
to go she had unconsciously taken up the old 
manuscript again, and as she flitted out Into 
the darkness, and hurried on to get home and 
be in the front gallery by seven o clock, she 
kept on repeating, ** Thy life, the life you love, 
poor fool, will cease." These words had burnt 
themselves into her memory, and even her 
faith could not banish a great fear ; and though 
she was really concerned about Serge, she was 
far more anxious about Jan. " Thy life, the life 
you love, poor fool, will cease," she said again 
and again, adding passionately, "and he is not 
fit to die, and, oh ! I cannot live without him ! " 

Meanwhile the doctor was sadly puzzled 
over Serge. He told him to keep quiet, gave 
him some cooling draught, and said he would 
look in again in the morning. But when he 
was alone with Vera he said that he thought 
Serge must have had some mental shock. 

So Vera returned to her brother just as puz- 
zled as the doctor. Serge was still lying on 
the divan, and called her faintly to him when 
she came into the room. She knelt down be- 
side him, and laid her cool hand on his fore- 
head, and then, to her utter surprise, the young 
fellow burst into tears. 
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It had always been thus; he had always 
come to his sister with his poet's day-dreams 
and sorrows ; her nature was so far stronger, 
so really much more manly than his, that he 
clung to her naturally. It would have been 
more painful to find Vera in tears than her 
brother — one would have felt that each tear 
was a torture to the girl ; whereas they came 
as a relief to Serge, for he cried as a little 
child does. 

** What is it, brother, what is it ? " she asked, 
putting her head on the cushion beside his, 
and throwing her arm around him. Serge s 
only answer was sobs and tears: he had ut- 
terly exhausted the little strength of character 
he had by forcing himself to keep up before 
Marie, and now he could only cling to his 
stronger sister, and weep bitterly. 

She soothed him at last, and, curling herself 
up on the divan, she took his head upon her 
lap and fanned his heated forehead with a 
screen of gaudy feathers. 

** Sleep a little, dearest." 

** No, Vera ; I want to talk to you." 

" I think I know what you want to tell me. 
Marie has rejected your love ? " 

**Yes." 
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" Perhaps you spoke too abruptly to her ? " 

'* No, I did not speak about myself at all ; 
she loves some one else." 

*'She told you so?" 

- Yes." 

Vera asked no more questions, but stoop- 
ing down she kissed her brother's beautiful 
forehead, and then went on fanning him 
very gently. 

-Vera!" 

" Yes, dearest." 

** Promise me that all this shall make no 
difference between you and Marie. She is in 
great trouble. He whom she loves is in 
danger; she has no one but you and me to 
turn to. And, oh ! Vera, I shall never cease 
loving her, never till I die, and perhaps we 
can serve her — you and I ! " 

Vera did not answer. She could not forgive 
Marie, she almost hated her. 

" You don't answer me !" said Serge, impa- 
tiently. 

** I don't want to serve her — she has ruined 
your life." 

" No," said the young fellow, suddenly sit- 
ting up and looking at his sister, "she has not 
ruined my life ! My life is a thousand times 



Digitized by 



Googk 



122 "GOLD" 

better for knowing and loving her. She can't 
help it that she does not love me; neither 
can she help it that my love for her is the 
breath of the new life I began to live when I 
saw her first. Because she can never be my 
wife, is that a reason why I am not to love 
her, to serve her, to lay my life down for her ? 
She need never know I love her. Swear you 
will never tell her, Vera." 

He was so excited that Vera did not like to 
tell him that she feared the secret was theirs 
no longer. "I should naturally not speak 
about it," she answered. 

'* And you will let her come here just the 
same : she may still be our star ? " 

He had laid his head down upon her lap 
again, and, fondling her hand, held it to his 
lips. 

" I will do whatever you wish, darling ! " 
she said, and then she sighed, and added, half- 
laughingly, *' What strange creatures you 
poets are ! " 

*' At least we can love ! " he answered, and 
then he fell into a sleep of exhaustion ; and 
Vera sat with his head upon her lap, fighting 
with herself as only the strong can. 
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" He who does his own will, must make his own road.'' 

A Ifoer proverb, 

'* IV yf Y dear sir, if you choose to go to Moa, 
iVJ. I can't prevent you ; but you must ex- 
pect no help from me in the matter. The 
Dutch Government does not undertake to pro- 
tect any of its subjects who go to such lands 
without her orders or approval ; it even re- 
quests persons not to endanger their lives by 
setting out, as it will neither send officials 
nor ships to fish them up again. If I were to 
comply with your request now, and order my 
Contr6Ieur to escort you to the borders of the 
district Lamarang, I should make myself prac- 
tically responsible for you to the Government ; 
and if you did not return in a certain number 
of months, the Government, through this act 
of mine, would have to incur the expenses of 
a considerable expedition, and might even be 
drawn into a long and harassing war." These 
words were spoken by the Resident of Kemaro, 

123 



Digitized by 



Googk 



124 " GOLD " 

and Jan sat listening to them with a down- 
cast countenance. 

'* But, Resident," he said, ** if no one will 
help me, how am I to succeed ? " 

*' I don't think you will succeed," replied 
the Resident. 

" But, Resident, I don't want you to send 
people with me to Moa ; I ask no promise of 
protection, all that I ask of you is to permit 
your Contr61eur to assist me to form my expe- 
dition party in his district. As I have told 
you, I do not want many men — a good guide 
or two would content me ; and surely a letter 
written by you to the King of Moa could do 
no harm to any one, and it might be of great 
value to me." 

*' Mr. Van Riemskerk, I must repeat that I 
can have nothing to do with the matter. Even 
supposing that you found gold in Moa, it 
would be such a difficult land to open up, that 
the mines would have to be very considerable 
before they paid. The people are fanatical, 
there are no roads ; and, in one word, I can- 
not, and I will not, countenance this expedi- 
tion. I will give you a letter of introduction 
to the Contr61eur at Lamarang, Mr. Hestering, 
but I shall state in it that I disapprove of your 
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plans. I shall also consider it my duty to tell 
the Government that I have done my utmost 
to dissuade you — and that I — " 

** Wash your hands of the whole matter ! " 
interrupted Jan. 

** Exactly ! " said the Resident, lying back 
in his chair. 

"Then," said Jan, as he got up and found 
his hat, *'we must see how we can do without 
you, Resident" 

The Resident grunted : he was not used to 
people doing without him, and did n't take to 
the idea. 

" May I have the pleasure of calling on 
your wife this evening ? " Jan asked, as he 
shook hands. 

"By all means ! " replied the Resident, re- 
covering his good temper in a minute — for 
he was the best of good fellows. " Come to 
dinner, and bring Mr. Hijs with you." 

"And we won't talk a word of *shop,'" 
laughed Van Riemskerk. 

"No; I will introduce you to my daugh- 
ters, and they will make you forget what you 
came to the Hassa Hassa for," said the proud 
father. 

" Henk ! " cried Jan, rushing into the gal- 
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lery of the melancholy little hotel. ** Henk ! 
the Resident won't have anything to do with 
Moa!" 

" What a sensible man ! " said Henk, look- 
ing up from his book. 

** And we are to dine there to-night." 

'* O Lord ! another evening of gold and 
ghosts," and Henk sighed. 

** No, we have agreed not to mention Moa." 

'* Ah ! wise, wise Resident ! " said Henk, 
cheering up a bit. 

'* But now you must listen to all we said 
this morning." 

** Must I really?" and Henk was steeped 
again in the deepest melancholy. 

Jan was greatly disappointed at the Resi- 
dent's decision. He saw that without the 
help of that great man things would be much 
more dif5ficult. He had had visions of the 
Government steamer at his disposal, and per- 
haps even an escort to the capital of Moa, 
and behold ! he was denied all assistance, and 
even the passive good will of the Resident. 
And only those who have been in Dutch In- 
dia know what a power that ** good will " is. 
He tried to console himself with the idea that 
Hestering was a younger man, and would 
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probably have more "go" in him; but for all 
that he was in a bad temper, and poor Henk 
had a hard time of it. 

In fact, it was only the prospect of a good 
dinner at the Resident's, and a talk to his three 
pretty daughters, that kept him from a sad fit 
of the blues. 

Henk soon found a house, and, to use his 
own expression, ** bundled his belongings into 
it somehow." And whilst he was busy riding 
here and there, from coffee garden to coffee 
garden, his friend tried two or three times ** to 
get round the Resident " ; but that good man, 
though polite, and, as Henk said, *'a perfect 
model of patience," remained remarkably firm, 
not giving way in one jot or tittle. 

" He is enough to make one tear one's 
hair," groaned Jan. 

** Well, don't quarrel with him ; he has got 
such pretty daughters," pleaded his friend. 

** You have no ambition," answered Jan, 
with scorn, and when Henk replied, **.No, 
thank God ! " he bounced out of the hotel. 

Van Riemskerk decided to go by the next 
mail boat to Lamarang, and there to see what 
information he could extract from the luckless 
Hestering. Good-natured Henk consented to 
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accompany him thither, and after some consid- 
eration he thought it better to take the Jav- 
anese with him also, considering it wiser to 
keep them as much as possible under his own 
eye. 

So he sent a letter overland to Lamarang 
to beg house-room of Hestering for himself 
and his friend, and that official came on board 
at Lamarang to welcome them. 

When dinner was over, Hestering settled 
himself comfortably on two or three chairs, 
and said, ** And now tell me your plans," and 
Henk was out of the gallery before he had 
finished the sentence. 

Jan had all the talking to himself for the 
next half-hour, and succeeded in somewhat 
impressing the Contr61eur, who, naturally, 
welcomed even a new idea as a blessing in his 
dull life. 

" Of course, I can do nothing for you," he 
said, when Van Riemskerk had finished. " I 
must n't act against orders, and, anyway, I 
could not have helped you much ; but I can 
have a talk with you about it all as a friend — " 

'* Yes, certainly," broke in Jan, beginning 
to feel hopeful. 

**Well, of course you know that Moa is 
much smaller than it used to be ? " 
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*'So I gathered from the old manuscript 
and one or two words the Resident let fall." 

** South of the present land of Moa is the wild 
country of Bwoolo, of the interior of which 
hardly anything is known ; but I have been in 
the Government steamer along the coast and 
landed here and there. The natives are a 
warlike, restless lot, and I was thankful to get 
away with my head on my shoulders. How- 
ever, I saw enough of the land to be sure that 
there are no mountains to speak of. As you 
know, mountains run right through Boeko; 
but those of Bwoolo were very low, though 
the land rises gradually from the shore. The 
natives told us that there was a big lake in the 
midst of the forests, which was haunted by. 
the spirits of the conquered Moaites, and 
gu2u-ded over by a monster centipede. But 
they always tell strangersbuncombeof that sort 
to frighten them away, though, indeed, they 
are dreadfully afraid of ghosts themselves." 

" But what do you mean by the conquered 
Moaites ? " 

** Why, those Bwoolo folk seem, some hun- 
dreds of years ago, to have come up from the 
south in great canoes, and to have founded 
this new kingdom right in the heart of Moa, 
which seems to have been a pretty civilized 



Digitized by 



Googk 



I30 "GOLD" 

sort of a place. I have seen old grave-cloths 
in New Moa with Hindoo figures on them, so 
I conclude that they had some means of com- 
munication with that source of ancient civiliza- 
tion, the Hindoo race. Well, this invasion 
led to a war, and there are still many legends 
about it which it is very difficult to get the 
people to repeat. One of them, I remember, 
tells that at last there were only women to 
fight for Moa, because all the men had gone 
south, and tumbled into hell, or a fiery lake, 
or something : it was n't very clear." 

'* I expect that was old Olam's army. But 
tell me, are there no mountains south of 
Bwoolo?" 

*' Oh, yes, I have seen them plainly from the 
sea. In fact, it seemed to me that Bwoolo 
was a vast table-land formed by the mountains 
of present and past Moa. I know nothing of 
its east coast, but on the west it sloped up- 
wards from the hills on the shore, like the 
table-land of the Hassa Hassa. The natives 
told me that the lake was eight days' journey 
from north to south ; but as none of them had 
ever been near it, one cannot depend upon 
their information. Still, you will remember 
that the lake on the Hassa Hassa plateau runs 
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also north and south, and I have often found 
that lakes in the same island take the same 
direction." 

''Then you think I had better go right 
south?" 

*' Well, I am sure there is nothing like what 
you are looking for in North Moa, nor in 
Bwoolo. Still, I know nothing of the coast of 
lower or old Moa, so I dare not advise you." 

" I should like to get hold of those old books 
Olam speaks of. Don't you think the King 
of Moa could help me if he would ? " 

*' I doubt if you will find many circulating 
libraries there," replied the Contr61eur with a 
laugh; **but the old fellow speaks pretty 
decent Malay, and is friendly enough, and 
prides himself on his civilization and refine- 
ment But I fear you won't get much real 
information out of him, for he is frightfully 
ignorant and superstitious." 

'* Still, I would like to see the old beggar, 
and try and get some of those grave-cloths 
out of him," said Jan. ** You say he lives at 
the south of Moa. Why should I not go there 
by sea? — and then I can see if I will go over 
Bwoolo to old Moa, or again take sail. I have 
rather a fancy for that inland laKe, you know." 
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** Well, I hope you '11 come back alive," said 
the Contr61eur. **/ should vastly prefer the 
open sea. They have a custom in Bwoolo of 
cutting off their enemies' heads, and hanging 
them up to dry from the beams of their houses; 
and when they looked at me I always fancied 
they were thinking how nicely a fair one 
would contrast with the others," and the Con- 
tr61eur rubbed the top of his head with a 
nervous laugh. 

•* I should like to have a look over Moa 
from this side, too," continued Van Riemskerk. 
" I hear that the road to Pontako is very beau- 
tiful. I wish I could get a view of those old 
volcanoes," and Jan quoted from his beloved 
Olam — ***Go where the five mountains are 
vomiting fire ; one giant mountain burns in 
the water. All these will you see from the 
mountains of Moa.' " 

** Of course he speaks there of the five old 
volcanoes of the Hassa Hassa ; but, whatever 
they were in his day, they are extinct now, or 
nearly so, though the natives say that the 
*Poetan' can break out again at any moment 

" If you want to get a complete view of all 
these mountains, we can ride over to Pontako 
to-morrow ; but I must beg you to do no busi- 
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ness in the way of getting men or goods on 
the road." 

** Why, no, of course not," Jan replied, and 
then he espied Henk wandering disconsolately 
up and down the dark road, and called him in, 
with the commendable intention of joining him 
and Hestering in a general conversation, but 
it was no good. He was too full of his plans 
to care for the prospects of *' government cof- 
fee," or the advisability of taxing the natives. 
He yawned wofuUy, and at last took himself off 
to bed, and, if the truth must be told, his two 
friends were glad to get rid of him. 
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CHAPTER X 



*' And * Ah ! ' she sang, * to be all alone, to live forgotten and love 
forlorn.'" 



"/^^OME, now, have another brandy-and- 

V^ soda," said the Contr61eur in a comfort- 
able tone, as Van Riemskerk left the room, 
and Henk began to wind up his watch pre- 
paratory to following his friend. 

**Well, I don't mind if I do," said Henk; 
and he chose a new cigar, and sank again, 
with a lazy sigh, into the easiest of chairs. 

'* Your friend is terribly in earnest," said 
the Contr61eur, after they had smoked awhile 
in silence. 

" He is, indeed ! I never saw a man so 
changed in so short a time." 

"He is a man of private fortune, is he 
not ? " 

" Yes ; that is so strange. If he were hard 
up, I could understand it all better, though 
he says it is not only gold he is looking for. 
Sometimes I think he is bewitched." 

*34 
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"He is certainly under the influence of 
those old writings — " 

** Yes," interrupted Henk. " I believe the 
devil is in them, though I have read the 
cursed things again and again, and can see 
no reason why they should send a sensible 
man off on a wild-goose chase. I believe the 
whole thing is a swindle." 

'* No, there is more in it than you think," 
replied the Contr61eur. " I have been here 
now for four years, and know the country and 
the people well, and I find the description of 
the land very correct. Of course I know," he 
continued, as Henk gave a skeptical grunt, 
*' that any impostor who has seen this country 
could easily describe it better than this writ- 
ing does ; but it is a strange thing that all the 
natives know fragments of the same sort of 
story. Each little state, of course, makes the 
ancestor of its particular king the hero of the 
tale ; but it is always the same tale of a cursed 
land and a lost people, and a treasure of gold 
that is guarded by spirits." 

" Oh ! don't I know it ! " groaned Henk. 

" And then, Central Boeko is on the same 
line with New Guinea — " 

** Don't, don't, oh, please don't!" pleaded 
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Henk. ** I know all about it, I do really ; do 
please talk about something else." 

*' With pleasure," said the Contr61eur, laugh- 
ing at Henk's earnestness. 

"Tell me something about dear old Java. 
Tell me first, if you can, who that strange na- 
tive woman is that I met this evening on the 
road — a wild-looking creature — who was 
muttering and talking to herself? " 

" Ah ! hers is a sad story," replied the Con- 
tr61eur, his face clouding. ** It is the usual 
theme — desertion." 

" But so many native women are deserted, 
and they get on very well. I believe they go 
back to their village, and have quite a fine time 
of it." 

The Contr61eur looked at Henk as if he 
were trying to make up his mind about him ; 
so long did he look that Henk's eyes fell be- 
neath his, and he jumped up at last in some 
confusion to refill his glass. Then the Con- 
tr61eur continued, in a low tone : 

** I know I have unusual views on the sub- 
ject Anyhow, I find this woman's history a 
particularly sad one." 

** Well, tell it to me then," said Henk, im- 
patiently. 
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"When I first came here, four years ago, 
she was quite a child, — a nice little round 
black-eyed child ; whenever she met me she 
ran away, but once behind a gate, or a hedge, 
she would look up and laugh at me saucily 
enough, so that we were always very good 
friends. 

" Well, Sieh left school and played no more 
on the road ; and when I met her sometimes 
coming from the Passa,^ with her pretty eyes 
cast down under her picturesque basket of 
fruit, I used to think how strange it was that a 
few months had changed the laughing, naughty 
little school-girl into such a fine young woman." 

The Contr61eur paused, and seemed lost in 
thought; and Henk, not quite knowing how 
to break the silence, said meditatively, " Yes, 
and a fine young native looks her very best 
when she is balancing a market-basket on her 
head — " 

" You are quite right ; they walk so well 
then, and hold their head and arms so beauti- 
fully, and their fine " 

** Yes, they are altogether fetching ! " inter- 
rupted Henk again. 

" So thought young De Groot the first time 

1 Market. 
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he met Sieh : I was with him. He had come 
down from up-country for a few days, and 
was worrying me to run round to Kemaro 
with him, and have some fun. He had charge 
of a coffee estate some miles from here, and 
could n't settle down to the lonely life of an 
inland planter. 

** * That is just what I am looking for,' he 
exclaimed, as Sieh glided past us. 

*' * Oh ! leave her alone,' I pleaded ; ' she is 
going to be married soon,' and so we passed 
on, talking of other things, and the chance 
meeting quite slipped my memory. 

"A few days later I met Sieh again, and 
noticed that she had been crying, and looked 
ill, and all at once I thought of De Groot, and 
determined to find out what he was up to. I 
soon discovered that Sieh's lover was missing; 
he had left in his canoe for one of the islands, 
and had not been heard of for weeks. I dis- 
covered also that my European friend had 
applied to the girl's mother, and that that good 
woman was administering a course of beatings 
to Sieh to induce her to forget her lost love, 
and become De Groot's mistress. 

" Well, I spoke to De Groot, and did what 
I could, but yet the end of it all was that Sieh 
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went up-country with him; and I heard no 
more of them for a month or two. Then De 
Groot fell ill, and I went off to look after him. 
Sieh was nursing him very tenderly; and 
when I saw how sweet her eyes were with 
anxious love for the man, I laughed to myself, 
and cursed all women for faithless fools ! " 

** You should have pitied them ! " said Henk, 
in a low voice. 

" I should have done so ; but I knew that 
Sieh's lover had returned, and I felt angry 
with her for forgetting the poor fellow so soon. 
However, any woman in sorrow is sacred to 
me, so I let the past be, and, having reassured 
her as to De Groot's safety, I rode off, leaving 
them as happy as two turtle-doves. 

** You must know De Groot to understand 
what a winning sort of fellow he is — hand- 
some too, in a fair Saxon way. I have no 
doubt, too, that poor Sieh was petted and 
spoiled by him to her heart's content, and she 
led what all native women love so, a life of 
ease ; for De Groot willed that whom he liked 
should be fresh and smiling, and none of the 
drudgery of the household fell to her lot. 

**When I heard that De Groot was going 
to Holland on a flying visit, I saw * breakers 
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ahead.' Of course, I could say or do nothing. 
He brought Sieh back to her people, and some 
months after he left, she had a little blue-eyed 
baby. 

'* How often of an evening have I seen her 
sitting on the steps of her mother's house, 
with that wee blue-eyed child on her lap. 
Whether her old friends blamed her for all 
that had happened, or whether they de- 
serted her because she had grown so strange 
and quiet, I do not know, but at any rate, she 
was nearly always alone with her little one. 
She would take it down to the shore, and, 
huddling herself up in a corner there, would 
look across the sea for hours and hours ; and 
I, who knew so well what the poor child was 
watching for, wished with my whole heart 
that handsome De Groot had never come to 
Lamarang. 

**Well, the news that I had expected all 
along came at last. De Groot wrote and told 
me he was married, and the letter was one 
rhapsody about his beautiful wife ! But I cared 
nothing about her, I could only think of poor 
little sad-eyed Sieh, and the fair wee child 
who would never know a father. 

"After a time I heard that De Groot and 
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his wife were at Kamaro, but still Sieh made 
her daily pilgrimage to the shore, and seemed 
to know nothing of her fate. Then whispers 
of the truth began to get about, until at last 
one of the village chiefs got a letter telling 
him to see that poor Sieh was not '* trouble- 
some " when Mrs. De Groot passed through 
Lamarang. 

**That evening I went down to the sea, 
determined to speak to Sieh ; but the long 
stretch of sand was quite deserted, and I re- 
member thinking how dreary and sad it looked, 
and turning away with a shudder. I suppose 
the worry of the thing had made me nervous. 
Suddenly I saw her lying amongst the tangled 
vegetation of the upper shore, and she lay so 
still that I feared she was dead already of her 
grief God knows, I have often wished since 
that it had been so. 

** Her face was hidden on her arms, and her 
magnificent hair turned over and about them 
in snake-like locks. I could not help thinking 
what a picture she would make, that still figure 
of young despair, and I must own that my 
plans for her future grew something more 
than philanthropic!" 

Henk was listening earnestly now, and he 



Digitized by 



Googk 



142 ''GOLD" 

did not speak when the Contr61eur paused, 
but waited silently, with expectancy written on 
every line of his face. 

" Well," continued the Contrdleur, " I 
touched her gently. The warm thrill that 
passed through me proved clearly enough 
that she was not dead, and I determined to 
remain with her till I could coax her into 
speech. Forgetting my position as Con- 
trdleur, and what Lamarang would say of me 
were I found on my knees to a native, I knelt 
beside her, spoke kindly of her baby, and tried 
every means to rouse her. 

"At length, pushing me away, she stag- 
gered to her feet, though she swayed to and 
fro like one drunk, and tried to move away, 
then suddenly changing her mind, she pressed 
her hand to her forehead, and turned quickly 
toward me, and there was that in her eyes 
which froze my blood, and made my heart 
leap with horror! I pray that I may never 
again look into such fierce, hopeless, mad 
eyes. My selfish, half-formed plans of the 
minute before fell in ruins, like a house of 
cards ! 

" ' They have taken my baby,' she whis- 
pered. 
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*' 'Taken your baby! Why this extra 
cruelty ? * the words slipped from me in spite 
of myself 

" * Because when they locked me up I 
screamed and beat at the door—' 

***Will you now be quiet and sensible/ I 
asked, ' if I get you your baby back ? ' " 

"She looked at me for a moment with a 
hunted, miserable stare, and then burst forth 
into a storm of raving that was terrible to hear. 
I could not understand half she said, and I 
was glad of it, but it was about De Groot and 
his lost love, and his yellow hair, and his little 
blue-eyed child. 

** ' Come ! come ! Go home now,' I pleaded, 
when, from sheer exhaustion, she was silent, 
' and I will tell your people that you will do 
all they wish, if they will give you back your 
child.'' 

** With another awful look she left me, mut- 
tering as she went that they had taken her 
baby, her little baby. I followed at a distance, 
and saw her creep into her mother's house, 
and there I left her. 

** I found that De Groot had sent her people 
a large sum of money, so that no one — not 
even Sieh's mother — had much to say against 
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him. It appeared that when they had told 
the girl her fate she had become so violent 
that they had locked her up, and finally taken 
away her child. Then she had sunk into a 
sullen silence, not even speaking when they 
had brought her back into the family circle ; 
and at sunrise she had wandered away, and 
they had seen nothing of her all day long, 
although they had searched all over the place; 
' for,* added her relations, * if she is not locked 
up to-morrow when the * Toewan' passes, we 
should get no more money from him ! * 

" So the ' Toewan * came, with his smiling 
wife, and all was quiet in Sieh's little bamboo 
home when they passed it, and the village folk 
ran out to see the happy pair drive by, and 
everything was just as it should be. 

** I only, I believe, felt sad for Sieh's sake, 
though I had seen her that very morning coo- 
ing softly to her newly-found baby. As I 
watched the carriage disappear, some village 
chiefs came hurrying up, and from them I 
heard the end of it all. Poor Sieh had sat 
quietly fondling her baby, apparently forget- 
ful of all else, until she had heard the noise 
of wheels, and of people running out upon the 
road; then, with her child still in her arms, 
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she had leapt to her feet, and had listened, 
listened, listened till the sound of the wheels 
had died away, and even then she stood lis- 
tening till her people grew scared, and spoke 
sharply to her ; but she did not heed them, 
and they fell back from her, afraid. Poor 
Sieh ! Poor little thing, when her mad ears 
could hear no more, her heart broke, as a 
mighty wave of despair swept over her, and 
lifting up her arms she flung her little child 
against the wall! It fell dead at her feet, 
and with its life the last glimmer of her reason 
went forever." 

A long silence followed the Contr61eur*s 
story. His brows were knitted painfully, and 
even thoughtless Henk was wishing certain 
acts in his own life undone. 

But by-and-by the Contrdleur added, with 
a sigh, **They wanted to send her to Soera- 
baya." 

" To the mad-house ? " 

"Yes; but as all bitterness against De 
Groot, or even memory of him, has left her, 
she is perfectly harmless, and for a small sum 
her people take good care of her. She is 
always looking for her baby, whom she thinks 
they have hidden away. Still, I don't think 
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she suffers mentally now. I hope not; but, 
as I told you, I have seen enough concen- 
trated misery on her face to spread over a 
life-time." 

''And De Groot?" 

** Oh, he has gone back to Holland, poor 
fellow. Mrs. De Groot's own baby died, and 
the doctor said she would follow it if she re- 
mained in this climate, so they went away 
three months ago." 

After a time the two men began talking 
about other things, till far into the night. 
Henk talked and laughed wildly, and yet 
seemed ill at ease. As the clock struck one, 
the Contrdleur reminded him that the follow- 
ing day would be a fatiguing one, and the 
two parted, each liking the other better than 
at the beginning of the evening. 

When Henk reached his room he went to 
the open window, and leaned out, looking into 
the night, whilst he thought of his staid liv- 
ing mother sitting behind her old-fashioned 
Dutch tea-table, and wondered what she 
would think of Lalo, with her tiger beauty 
and untamed nature. Then, like many a 
man before him, he reflected that he had 
made rather a mess of life. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE three friends started next day for Pon- 
tako. The bridge over the river had 
been washed away, and they had to wade 
through the fast-running water, which looked 
harmless enough and hardly reached their 
stirrups. Yet, a few days before, it had been 
a rushing torrent, hurling trees and floating 
islets against the bridge, till the whole struc- 
ture had given way with a crash, and been 
whirled with a roar towards the ocean. 

Once over the river, they began to ascend. 
The narrow road was edged on one side by a 
ravine, on the other by the steep sides of the 
mountain. Deep in the ravine a little river 
sang pleasantly amongst the swinging ropes 
of cane and the flowering arches of creeper 
that sometimes trailed upon the surface of the 
water, and sometimes foamed to the very tops 
of the trees. The travelers looked down a 
flower- strewn carpet of green. 

«47 
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Again, the road would take such a sudden 
dip that the roar of the river seemed all round 
them, and the horses twitched their nostrils, 
scenting the cool water as they clattered over 
the crazy roofed bridges that rested, as by a 
miracle, upon the rottenest of beams. 

Here and there a clearing had been made 
upon the hill-side, a scanty rice-field planted, 
and a little bamboo house set up, with its 
patch of maize and a few banana plants around 
it ; but these grew scarcer and scarcer as they 
got more inland. 

**That horse is carrying a heavy load," said 
Jan. 

"That 's money," answered the Contr61eur. 

" Money ! and one man going across coun- 
try with it alone ? " 

** Why, yes. He has probably come from 
Kamaro, and is bound for some inland estate. 
The money is tied up in bags and put into old 
oil tins or sacks ; sometimes they are sealed 
up, oftener they are not." 

" Are the men never robbed ? Why, he is 
not even armed ! " 

"No, the people are wonderfully honest 
here. I never lock up my house at Lama- 
rang. Have you not noticed, along the high- 
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roads, those little stalls, made out of empty 
gin cases, standing on four bamboos ? *' 

" Yes," said Henk ; " there is generally a 
bottle and some fruit in them." 

" Exactly ! Any one who likes can take a 
drink of palm wine out of the bottle or eat of 
the fruit, and pay what they please for it" 

" And do they ever pay ? " asked Jan. 

" Always. The stall-holder fetches his gains 
in the evening as he returns from the rice- 
fields." 

Here the road ascended rapidly, and a lovely 
view of sea and plain began to unfold itself. 
The bay of Lamarang, sunlit and sail-flecked, 
laughed up at the mountains. On the hori- 
zon the ocean gleamed like a strip of fire. 

"No, I don't think it beautiful, it is all 
so green," said the Contr61eur, when Henk 
pulled up to admire the view. 

" Not beautiful ! " Jan exclaimed. *' Why, 
what could you have more beautiful ? " 

" Ah ! wait till you have seen it as many 
years as I have," replied the Contr61eur, ** and 
you will know what it is to long for a good 
winter scene of ice and snow." 

**That I can quite understand," said Henk, 
sighing. ''I believe the sight of a pair of 
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skates would bring the tears to my own eyes ; 
but still, I have always found tropical vegeta- 
tion lovely." 

*' No, it is monotonous," persisted the Con- 
trdleur. "Now, if it were all good coffee 
gardens — " 

" Coffee gardens ! Oh, you Contr61eurs ! " 
cried Henk, shaking his head; '*the sea to 
you is a collection of water, the earth a possi- 
bility of more coffee or rice ; far-away islands, 
hanging in golden mist, are but unhealthy 
coral reefs, where cocoa-nuts and fever abound ; 
these singing rivers are but the enemies of 
your bridges; these hanging, bell-flowered 
creepers nothing but the destroyers of your 
trees. Cloudland in those mountains means, 
I suppose, rain when you don't want it; those 
gorgeous butterflies have thriven on your 
precious fruits ; those dear little honey-birds 
are unprofitable. Nothing is beautiful, for 
your imaginations are dead!" 

"Come, come, we are not so bad as all that! " 
said the Contr61eur, laughing, and Jan looked 
up, quite surprised, as he exclaimed : 

" I did not know you went in for spouting, 
Henk." 

" Here I can show you an old grave," said 
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the Contrdleur. It was almost hidden in the 
rank grass and creepers. Its base was formed 
of four curiously carved stones set on edge, an 
immense stone lid rested on these, on which 
were carved grotesque and indecent figures. 
This lid was nearly as high as the tomb, and 
ran to a sharp point at the top, like the roofs 
of the native houses: it was black with age 
and weather. A dirty bottle and bamboo mug 
were perched on the top of the lid. 

"The people tell wonderful stories about 
these old graves that one finds all over the land. 
As you see, some one has offered the ghostly 
tenant of this one a little refreshment. The 
unconverted native fully believes that the dead 
enjoy a little attention of this sort. They even 
yet use this sort of grave in some districts. 
They tie their dead up in a sack in a sitting 
position, and, taking off the grave-lid, set them 
down upon the last sack that has been popped 
in, then they jam the lid down on the dead 
man's head and get him in somehow." 

'* What an unrestful idea!" said Jan. ''Think 
of one's poor tired bones sitting up through 
the ages." 

" Oh ! the next burial flattens you out," 
said the Contrdleur. " But talking of graves 
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reminds me of when I was stationed in Soe- 
ban. We had to make a road through an old 
graveyard, and we carefully removed as many 
graves as we could, but many had got so 
mixed up with the earth as to be undistin- 
guishable from it. Well, we made our road, 
and put up neat little posts at the edges of it. 
A few weeks afterward one of the chiefs came 
to me and told me that his daughter was ill, 
and that I alone could cure her. Then it 
came out that they had reckoned that one of 
these posts had been driven in just above the 
chiefs family grave, and that it was probably 
pressing upon the head of his father, who, 
being enraged at such an insult, was plaguing 
his unfortunate descendant, until the offending 
post was removed." 

*' And what did you do ? " 

** Oh ! I had it taken away — one must 
never insult the superstitions of the natives ; 
and the queerest thing of all was that the girl 
got well from that day." 

"Twas called the Rain Man, at Soeban," 
continued the Contr61eur, who was in a talk- 
ative mood. " You see the white tuft of hair 
on the top of my head? " He took his helmet 
off, and turned his head from side to side for 
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inspection. " Well, the natives think it is a 
sign of luck, and they got it into their heads 
that I could command the rain, and that I 
took it with me wherever I went One year 
we had an awful dry time of it, and they said 
that a great fish in the river was drinking up 
all the rain, and that I must go and catch it. 
Well," and the Contrdleur looked very know- 
ing as he shut one eye slowly, ** I looked at 
my weather glass, and waited, and when it 
fell a little, down I went to the river with the 
natives crowding after me, waving flags and 
beating drums. As they handed me the fish- 
ing-rod, splash ! came the first drop of rain, 
and I had n't fished ten minutes before I caught 
the biggest fish I ever saw in my life." 

" I suppose you were more famous than 
ever?" asked Jan, laughing. 

"Yes, and fortunately I was sent to Lama- 
rang before they found me out." 

'* Did you ever see a Chinese funeral?" the 
Contrdleur asked Jan. 

" No," he replied, trying to look interested, 
though he longed to give the conversation a 
'*Moa" turn. 

"As you know, they are mostly buried in 
coffins from their own land, and some real 
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Chinese sand is put into this coffin with them, 
to insure blessing for their celestial souls. 
But, really, a good Chinese funeral is a 
strange sight. I met a funeral procession the 
other day returning from the grave. They 
were carrying, in a sort of shrine, the remains 
of the food they had taken with them to put 
in the grave-house of the soul. The women 
were in white rags, with long unhemmed 
trains trailing in the dirt, and the chief 
mourners wore real sacks on their heads, like 
monks' cowls, and more sacks were tied over 
their fluttering white rags. The men's pig- 
tails were undone, and made to look as untidy 
and neglected as possible, and they wore 
wreaths of rope tied with white rags; their 
bodies, like those of the women, were covered 
with sackcloth. The lesser mourners were a 
trifle more tidy, the women's trains were short- 
er and less ragged, and over them they wore 
a sort of string muslin instead of sackcloth. 
One white and one black banner waved over 
the procession, and two boys with sacred 
lanterns headed it. Do you know, it gave 
me a much better idea of actual grief than 
do our own black-plumed funerals. And 
the shrill, weird music that accompanied the 
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procession was so intensely mournful that 
only a Javanese gomalang heard on the 
mountains could equal it." 

** I am glad I am not the only long-winded 
member of the party," said Henk, with such 
a good-natured laugh that the Contr61eur 
echoed it, and they rode on together, chatting 
pleasantly. 

"Are n't we nearly there?" asked Henk. 
" I am so thirsty." 

" You will soon get a nice fresh cocoanut. 
See, there is Pontako ! " 

They had turned into a long valley, leaving 
the hills on their left. The Moa mountains 
stood up high in front of them, shadowed by 
great clouds, and looking in the distance 
purple and gloomy. The volcano round which 
the road had wound towered behind them in 
brightest sunshine, emerald color to its very 
peak, except where what might have been a 
thick cloud-shadow showed where the crater 
was, and at the crater's edge a few lines of 
sulphur gleamed out through the shadow. 

Pontako lay about in the middle of the val- 
ley, and behind it the ground rose gradually 
to the Moa mountains. *' I believe," said the 
Contr61eur, as he pointed to them, " that it is 
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only from those mountains that one can get a 
view of all the five old volcanoes at once." 

They decided to leave their horses at Pon- 
tako, as they were very tired, and would, in 
any case, have to be abandoned when they 
reached the forest. The Contr61eur had easily 
obtained a guide, who led them up a gentle 
ascent for about two hours; then the way 
suddenly became steep. It was already noon, 
and even under the forest trees the heat was 
stifling, and seemed to strike upward. 

Poor fat Henk was puffing and blowing, 
and looked really grateful when the Contrd- 
leur, suddenly sitting down on a fallen tree, 
declared he could go no farther. 

" You go on with the guide, Mr. Van Riems- 
kerk," he said, **and we will wait for you 
here, — only don't try our patience too long, 
because — " 

" I have already got a leech hanging on to 
my leg," interrupted Henk. 

"Do hold your tongue," said Hestering, 
laughing. *'What I was going to say is, don't 
try to get up to the top of the hills to get a look 
at Moa, because you are tired already, and we 
have to get back again, and besides, it is too 
late now to get a clear view. You would 
probably find yourself in a cloud." 
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Then he rapidly spoke to the guide in one 
of the many Hassa Hassa languages. And 
turning to Jan again, said, " I have told this 
fellow to take you to the first plateau. You 
will get there in about half-an-hour, and can 
see all your fire mountains, and you will get a 
good view, too, of the saddle over which this 
little path runs into Moa." 

'* I am sorry I shall not see Moa, after all," 
said Jan the ungrateful. 

"Patience, dear fellow!" sighed Henk, 
"We shall see quite enough of Moa, never 
fear!" 

The splendid view that burst upon Jan half- 
an-hour later certainly repaid him for his extra 
fatigue. Out of the distant sea rose the old 
volcano that guards the Bay of Kamaro, and 
towering above the verdant hills and valleys 
were three mighty pyramids, perfect in form, 
with the calmness of hidden strength about 
them. A fourth had one giant side blasted 
out of it, and its bare crater stood out like a 
ruined amphitheater. Here and there between 
the hills, thin clouds of steam told where sul- 
phur springs lay hidden. The valleys were 
bright with the vivid green of the young rice, 
and sparkling rows of coffee gardens, amongst 
which little villages nestled. And the faint 
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monotonous sounds of native music came from 
some distant homestead. It was a peaceful 
scene, and yet Jan could not help thinking 
how it must once have seethed and glowed, 
and somehow he could not get the uncom- 
fortable feeling out of his head that it was not 
even quite cool yet. 

Then he turned and. looked behind him. 
The saddle that the Contr61eur had talked 
about seemed to lie just above him. It looked, 
indeed, temptingly near; but Jan knew how 
deceptive mountains are, and judged rightly 
that it would be impossible to reach the top 
of the saddle, even if he walked for the rest of 
the day. 

" Go, see for yourself, O wanderer over 
the earth," whispered Jan, holding out one 
arm, and looking round triumphantly; "go, 
see for yourself! " And as he turned in- 
to the forest path again, he laughed aloud, 
and the guide hoped fervently (though si- 
lently), that the sun had not affected the 
Dutchman's brain. 

However, fortunately for the guide's nerves, 
the descent was soon made, and they all 
returned to "ryst-tafel" with the chief of 
Pontako, 
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They were too thoroughly worn out to talk 
much during the ride home. 

Rain was falling as it does only in the 
tropics, and Hestering thought he had never 
seen any one look so depressed as Henk did. 
Jan, on the contrary, though he talked little, 
had a heightened color, whilst his gray eyes 
almost glittered, and certainly, on this home- 
ward journey, he was the most cheerful of the 
three. 

At last the rain ceased, and the sun had 
hardly set before the whole land was flooded 
with moonlight that brought out every leaf, 
and threw black shadows across the way, and 
down the ravines. 

" It is fortunate we have the moon, or we 
would not have got home to-night," said 
Hestering. 

" It is fortunate there 's a good dinner at 
the other end of the journey," said Henk. 

*' It is fortunate we can get that Chinese 
schooner to take us south," said Jan. 

And a night-bird, fluttering from tree to 
tree, cried mournfully as the three passed by. 
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CHAPTER XII 

** Put not your trust in princes." 

I WONDER if that is His Majesty's pal- 
ace ! " said Henk to Jan, pointing to a 
tumble-down, high-roofed building, as the 
little schooner sailed into the bay where the 
capital of Moa stretched in an untidy line 
along the shore. 

" Oh ! the skipper can answer all your ques- 
tions," Jan replied, trying to look thoroughly 
unconcerned ; ** he has often been here to sell 
things to the old boy." 

As they spoke the anchor fell, and the Chi- 
nese skipper came forward to ask if they 
would like to land at once. 

But Jan thought that as the Chinaman was 
an old friend of the king's, it would be wiser 
if he prepared their way by going ahead and 
telling His Majesty that two Europeans had 
come from Kamaro on purpose to see him. 

i6o 
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The Chinaman, nothing loath, had some 
merchandise put into the boat and started off 
at once. 

The poor man had hardly got out of sight 
before Jan began to wonder when he would 
return. He paced up and down the deck im- 
patiently, looking every moment toward the 
village, and the green wall of forest that rose 
up behind it. 

By-and-by a canoe shot out from the shore, 
with a Dutch flag floating at its stern; it 
came along at a fine pace, paddled by six 
men, who used their spoon- shaped oars with 
dexterity, marking the time by a short gasp- 
ing song, that, in spite of monotonous repe- 
tition, was not unpleasing. Two bamboo 
stead iers, or wings, gave the boat an insect- 
like appearance. 

One of the rowers handed a dirty piece of 
paper to Jan, on which the Chinaman had 
scribbled that the king would be delighted to 
receive his European visitors, and had honored 
them by sending his own canoe. 

He added that His Majesty greatly desired 
an old greatcoat, and that it would be diplo- 
matic to bring him one as a gift. 

" Well," said Henk, " the use of that canoe 
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may be an honor, but it will be a deuced un- 
comfortable one ! " 

'* Yes, I suppose we are expected to squat 
on our hams in it, with one knee under each 
ear." 

'* I remember when I was a little boy trying 
to frighten a cow by suddenly doubling up 
and grinning at the animal through my legs," 
said Henk, "but I shall never fit into that 
boat, Jan!" 

Even Jan laughed at his friend's efforts to 
squeeze his fat body into the canoe. " Oh ! 
don't try any more," he cried, holding his 
sides, " with those water wings to steady us, 
I should think we might sit on the edge of 
the canoe. But, what are we to do about the 
overcoat ? " 

** Can't we give him a blanket?" 

" No, I am afraid he is too civilized." 

" I hope you don't intend to give him my 
mackintosh, Jan ? " 

** Happy thought ! I do, though ! " and Jan 
had disappeared in a twinkling. 

Henk sighed in resigned misery, and when 
Jan returned triumphantly bearing the cher- 
ished mackintosh (just bought at Soerabaya), 
he only gazed at it fondly, but said nothing. 
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" You are a good fellow, Henk ! " said Jan, 
who was in a good temper. 

In spite of the sharp edge of the canoe, 
which was cutting into his flesh, and the loss 
of his pet coat, Henk looked affectionately, 
almost gratefully, across to Jan, who, fancying 
there were tears in his eyes, felt touched, 
whilst his conscience pricked him a little. 

" It *s too bad of me to bring you to such 
places, old fellow," he said. 

"I quite agree with you, Jan — I hate it; 
but still I could n*t have let you go alone." 

The natives, who crowded on to the shore 
to see them land, were whiter than the Hassa 
Hassa folk, and mostly tall and thin, with long 
black hair, which was sometimes caught up in 
an untidy knot ; cadaverous yellow faces, and 
scrofulously red lips, which were not beauti- 
fied by the constant chewing of "sirih." The 
ragged pointed beards of the men, and their 
restless black eyes, gave them a wild look. 
Some wore the usual loin-cloth, whilst others 
boasted the shortest of trousers of woven red 
and black cotton. The women were much 
smaller than the men ; but, as it was only the 
old and wrinkled ones who did not cover 
their faces and run away when the "blandas" 
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jumped on land, our friends could not judge 
of their looks. These old ones did not count 
as women, you see. They wore unbleached 
yellow cotton skirts, and indigo-blue cotton 
jackets with very short sleeves, and no open- 
ing except at the neck. These jackets were 
so short that a line of flesh could be seen 
above the skirt at the back; whilst in front 
they but just covered the breasts, being cut 
up in a point between them. Each woman 
carried over her shoulders a broad scarf of 
blue cotton, which was often joined together 
at the ends to form a sling for carrying chil- 
dren. Broad ivory bracelets gleamed on the 
arms of nearly all, and their hair was piled up 
at the top of the head, not ungracefully. 

The shore was the unsightly collection of 
rotting refuse that tropical shores so often are ; 
a few winged canoes, with curly carved ends, 
were drawn up on it ; some fish were drying 
in the sun, hung on lines of string made from 
the fiber of the areng palm ; and some very 
primitive fish- nets were being mended. 

Flowering trees had cast their blossoms 
amongst the sea-strewn, festering rubbish. 
These flowers were star- shaped, with five 
large white leaves, and in their center a crim- 
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son-tipped tuft of delicate white fringe opened 
out in the sunshine like some beautiful sea- 
anemone. Cocoanut-trees and ragged-leaved 
bananas grew to the very edge of the sand ; 
and miserable-looking hovels were dotted 
along the footpath that ran parallel with the 
shore. 

A personage, who seemed to think himself 
some great one, conducted them toward the 
house that Henk had rightly concluded to be 
the king's palace. It was built of planks, and 
raised by piles about six feet from the ground. 

The king was awaiting them at the foot of 
the rickety wooden stairs that led up to the 
front gallery. He was a tremendous man, 
too fat to be healthy, with hanging yellow 
cheeks and lack-luster eyes, one of which 
was permanently fixed. He was evidently a 
"sirih"-chewer, for his thick blue lips were 
patched with red, and his long fangs were 
black. 

He wore a short skirt of cotton folded in 
front, heavily woven with gold thread, and a 
half- hidden long knife caught it up at the 
back, almost as if he boasted a tail. His 
upper body was covered with a jacket of com- 
mon pink European print, which looked hor- 
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ridly out of keeping with the rest of his 
costume. 

The Chinese captain bowed at the back of 
the king to show his passengers that they 
must do the same. The king did not bow, 
but turned the palms of his hands toward 
them, and led them gravely up- stairs. 

From the gallery they entered a good-sized 
room, with plank walls and ceiling, opening 
on to side balconies, where " the guard " were 
cleaning their cruel-looking knives. 

A very common glass chandelier hung from 
the ceiling (the Chinaman looked up at it as 
if he recognized an old friend), and the back 
of the room was walled with carved panels, 
daubed with blue paint, and perforated with 
peep-holes. A perfect mass of women and 
children rushed away behind these panels 
when the king entered, and all the peep-holes 
glistened with beady, laughing eyes a moment 
afterwards. 

Some bamboo divans stood against the 
walls, but the king seemed to prefer sitting on 
the floor; so there was nothing to be done 
but to sit on the floor, too, though Henk 
groaned to Jan, " How this sort of thing does 
crumple up one's bread-basket ! " 
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A pretty boy crawled up to His Majesty 
with a fine old '* sirih "-box, then he 
pushed a metal vase toward him, into which 
the good man appeared occasionally to 
have a nasty blood-spitting. However, he 
apparently enjoyed it, and Henk and the 
Chinaman looked perfectly unconcerned ; so 
Jan concluded that it was only the **sirih" 
plug that had colored his expectorations. 

Meanwhile, a cringing servant, who looked 
as if he got more kicks than halfpence, handed 
round strong coffee in the commonest of 
European tea-cups, with ** For little Johnny " 
and ** Many happy returns of the day " on 
them in gilt letters. The king was proud 
of these other-world wonders, and pointed 
first to them and" then to the skipper, who did 
not look too comfortable ; indeed, he hastened 
to change the subject by suggesting the pre- 
sentation of the overcoat. 

Wishing to make as good an effect as possi- 
ble, Jan demanded some water, and poured 
it into a fold of the coat The king was de- 
lighted with its waterproof qualities, and Henk 
felt sure that the first shower of rain would 
see him skipping around in it. 

Seeing that the king was pleased and 
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friendly, Jan began to talk about business, — a 
difficult matter, for he could form no idea as 
to what the king's opinions of that business 
might be. He felt he could have bamboozled 
the old fellow better if the Chinese had not 
been listening to every word he said. Indeed, 
the latter understood Jan's rather broken 
Malay far better than did His Majesty. 

Under the circumstances, he dared but hint 
at the wealth that he believed to exist in the 
heart of the land ; and yet, when he talked 
of exploring the interior for the sake of ex- 
ploring, he caught a decided twinkle in the 
Chinaman's eye. 

The king seemed slow of comprehension, 
and Jan had to repeat himself again and 
again ; but at last, with infinite patience, and 
by endless questioning, he found out that the 
king had never been in the interior at all. 
He said that a path ran from " the waters to 
the waters," being at one point not very far 
from the great Lake of Bwoolo ; but none of 
his people had ever dared to enter the forest 
that lay between the path and the lake, for it 
was haunted by bad spirits, and with a certain 
wind one could smell the burning home of the 
monster that abode in the angry waters of the 
lake. 
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He had met the King of Bwoolo — whom 
he spoke disdainfully of as a heathen — when 
the Resident of Kamaro had bidden all the 
Rajahs come to pay their taxes to the Dutch 
Government, and they had gone over the 
waters together in their big canoes. The King 
of Bwoolo had told him that there were no 
people in the interior of his land, nothing but 
water and evil spirits and drfeadful monsters 
that breathed death. 

Then Jan asked him what was worth see- 
ing in Moa; and he said that about a day's 
journey from the capital there were three 
large stone tombs : that through a hole in 
one of these he had seen enormous bones — 
the remains of some giant race — and a small 
box, though what the box was made of he 
could not tell, and his respect for "spooks" 
had prevented him from opening the tomb to 
find out. 

He promised to show these tombs to the 
gentlemen if they would swear not to laugh ! 
He had once been there with a man who 
laughed, and hundreds of bees had swarmed 
out of the tombs and bitten him to death ! 

He knew nothing of old manuscripts nor 
books, and had never heard his grandfather 
speak of any; but he showed them some 
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ancient grave-cloths, on which Jan was not 
surprised to find paintings of Hindoo stories 
after what Hestering had told him. He said, 
too, that his grandfather, who was evidently 
an old gentleman of treasured memory, had 
heard from his great-grandfather that Bwoolo, 
and far beyond Bwoolo, had once been Moa ; 
but there had been long wars and bitter ene- 
mies, and evil spirits had come to live in the 
land, and the last king of all Moa had gone 
away to find treasure, and had never come 
back. His grandfather had told him also, 
that when the sun was young Moa was old, 
and that its inhabitants wore loin-cloths 
when every native of the Hassa Hassa walked 
naked. Then he remembered all at once that 
his grandmother had told him of the writings 
of a certain wise man named Woelan, who 
lived when Moa was mighty. These writings 
had contained all the wisdom of the world, 
and many secrets. He had forgotten the 
wise man at first, because he was not a king ; 
but he remembered all about him now, and 
many of his people had heard of him too. 
The writings ? Oh, Allah had taken them up 
into heaven, because they were too wise for 
the sons of men, but not before the people of 
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ancient Moa had read them. Some had even 
written down what they remembered of them, 
burying these newer writings with their dead ; 
but they contained Allah's secrets and were 
holy, and so they, too, fell to dust, so that even 
the dead should not whisper of what must be 
unknown for ever. 

" Jan, don't you see that the old rascal is 
telling a pack of lies?" Henk said in his 
Dutch. " His story gets finer every minute. 
He has discovered at last that we want to hear 
something wonderful, and he is putting it on 
thick." 

** Well, anyhow, I shall have a look at those 
tombs," Jan answered ; and then he added in 
French, **Take care, for I believe our Chinese 
friend understands Dutch as well as you or 
I do." 

His Majesty invited them to stay at the 
palace, and they promised to do so after a few 
days, as all the time there was anything be- 
longing to them on board, Jan thought he had 
better remain on the schooner. He wanted, 
too, to have a little freedom before he became 
the king s guest ; for the etiquette of all courts 
is irksome and not a thing to be trifled with, 
especially where breaches of it would insure 
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the loss of one's head, ears, or other useful 
member of the body. 

After inviting the king to dine on board that 
evening, they set out for the shore again. His 
Majesty solemnly waving adieu from the gal- 
lery, whilst his giggling family peered at the 
travelers from every available hiding-place, and 
a thin, mangy, she-dog yelped at their heels. 

As they walked toward the boat the skipper 
said to Jan : 

" I have been to Bwoolo." 

-Yes?" 

*' I have heard of the great burning lake. I 
have seen the river that washes down the 
gold." 

Jan started, and the Chinaman continued : 

" The natives sift it out of the sand ; we and 
Arab traders take it from them in payment 
for merchandise, or gamble with them for it, as 
we prefer it to their old plates and sarongs." * 
He waited a minute, looking slyly at Jan out 
of his little pig eyes, and then said, '*The 
gentlemen are going to look for gold ? " 

1 According to the Chinaman, the natives of Bwoolo, when trading 
amongst each other, paid in old " sarongs " (native skirts and grave- 
cloths) and earthenware plates. He believed the " sarongs " to be 
of Hindoo origin, and the plates Chinese, though he could not ac- 
count for their being in Bwoolo. 
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" Yes," said Jan, seeing that a lie would not 
help him. 

The skipper blew softly out of his pursed- 
up lips, and looked as if he could say a great 
deal if he liked. 

" Can you give me any information ? " asked 
Jan, exasperated into speech, and wishing the 
skipper at the bottom of the sea. 

But the Celestial had suddenly turned deaf, 
and Jan felt too angry to repeat his question. 

About a quarter of an hour afterward, 
when the little boat was dancing back to the 
schooner, the skipper said, as if Jan had just 
spoken to him : 

" No, I can give you no information, but 
you have given me much. You are going to 
make a way to this lake, good ! You are 
going to take, or make, canoes to cross the 
lake in, good ! The lake rises in the southern 
mountains, so its current will set north, good ! 
You are going to find gold in Pokko Mon- 
dona, good ! You will die ! " 

" Pleasant," said Henk, in a low voice. 

'* You will die," continued the Chinaman, 
as if he were thinking aloud ; " and I shall 
step over your bones when I go there next 
year, and find the gold." 
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" Well, we must take our chance of that," 
said Jan. " But you know Bwoolo. Could 
we not reach this lake quicker from there ? " 

'' Certainly not ! There is no footpath run- 
ning through Bwoolo, and the natives would 
cut your heads off if you tried to make one. 
No, it is far wiser that you should make this 
path for me out of Moa ; and I feel sure that 
in the interior of Bwoolo the natives won't 
disturb any of us," and the skipper looked so 
grim, that Henk said in French : 

" I believe every word he says, Jan ! and I 
wish to goodness we were out of it all. We 
shall rot in that cursed land, and this smug- 
faced Chinaman, who thrives on malarial poi- 
sons, and is despised by mosquitos, will laugh 
over our carcasses. It really comforts me to 
think," he added, " that our path will have 
grown up in a year ; and, of course, it is a 
hundred chances to one if our canoes drift 
back: besides, I will burn them." 

The Chinaman's words had depressed Jan 
more than he would own, and he felt as if he 
almost hated the confident, oily fellow, as he 
watched him thinking out his plans for the 
future. It is never pleasant to hear one's 
death calmly talked over ; but when one feels 
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that it is being reckoned upon, and considered 
as a stepping-stone to the fortunes of some 
one else, and that some one an unprincipled 
Chinaman, it becomes intolerable. Both Jan 
and Henk felt inclined to chuck the skipper 
into the sea. 

The king came to dinner, and getting glo- 
riously drunk, let them into secrets about his 
wives and daughters which are better not re- 
peated. He told them queer stories, too, about 
Ancient Moa, which even Jan could not be- 
lieve, and finally, he returned home singing 
the equivalent to "We won't go home till 
fAorning " in his native tongue (or at least one 
of them, for little Moa boasted three lan- 
guages — a proof. Max Miiller would say, of 
its degeneracy) ; and though there was some 
sea on, his spider-like canoe was a great deal 
steadier than he was. 

Next morning the two friends landed again, 
alone, to arrange about the visit to the tombs. 
Jan wanted to leave Henk behind to keep his 
eye on the skipper, and Henk, who "took no 
interest in dry bones," gladly consented, only 
stipulating that Jan should take two or three 
of the Javanese with him, and a good supply 
of brandy. 
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They found the king suffering severely 
from the effects of the feast, and he declared 
himself quite unable to travel, or to receive 
them as guests. Indeed, he looked such a 
ghastly object, with a dirty white cotton cloth 
tied over his forehead, and his hair plastered 
together with some sticky mixture of pounded 
leaves, that Jan, who was not used to sick 
natives, thought he was dying. 

His Majesty offered to send his young 
brother, and an old man who "knew much," 
to the tombs with Jan, but advised that he 
should wait till the next day, and start with 
the dawn. He promised to send some coolies 
off at once to build a sleeping-hut near the 
tombs, as it would be best to spend the night 
there, returning the following day. He then 
turned up the orange-colored white of the eye 
that could vaov^y and refused to talk any more. 
When Jan offered to send him some medicine 
he shook his head, and growled so ominously 
that the young men fled. When they after- 
ward heard that an Arab trader had, on one 
occasion, sold the king a box of horse pills, 
they did not wonder at his prejudices. 

Now Henk had heard so much from his 
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tipsy Majesty of the beauty of his wives and 
daughters, that he was strongly in favor of in- 
vestigating the back premises and trying to 
get a peep at them. 

Not only the king, but all his brothers and 
sons, with their many wives, lived in this 
wooden palace or its out-buildings. 

Infant princes — with nothing on but a bit 
of tape — were rolling about with the goats 
and the chickens in the glaring sunshine, but 
they scampered away when they saw strangers; 
and though the explorers could hear a deal of 
giggling, and were certain that the royal 
women-kind were peeping from all corners, 
they could not get one glimpse of them. And 
when Henk put his foot upon the bottom step 
of some wooden stairs a powerful man imme- 
diately appeared at the top of them. 

Once a shower of " Melati " flowers came 
fluttering down upon Jan. But they dared 
not hang about the place long, for sullen- 
looking men began to eye them suspiciously, 
turning up at all corners where they least 
expected to find them. So, after Henk had 
thrown such a glance in the direction of the 
hidden scatterer of "Melati" as caused the 



Digitized by 



Googk 



178 "GOLD" 

sullen men to look positively fierce, they gave 
up their search for beauty, and betook them- 
selves off to the village for palm-wine. 

Jan was almost as sorry as Henk that they 
had failed to see the beautiful niece that was 
so shor.tly to become the king's new wife. The 
king, to do him justice, would never have 
talked of his family affairs to Christian dogs 
in his sober senses. Indeed, it was only the 
exceedingly wholesome fear of the Resident 
of Kamaro, and of that mighty king over the 
waters, who sent the Radgas striped flags, 
and of whom even the Resident was afraid, 
that prevented him from putting their heads 
off. Perhaps also his intense wish to appear 
civilized restrained his natural desires. 

But alas ! caution and civilization were alike 
'forgotten in the feast of red wines, and sub- 
sequent quaffings of brandy-and-sodas, and 
the Christian dogs had heard of the ** white 
flower skin " and the little feet of the future 
bride. They had heard also that her mother 
was the king's sister, and her father an Arab, 
" who had been to Mecca, and wore the great 
white turban." (Arabs who have made the 
holy pilgrimage have immense influence, and 
often make fine marriages, in Dutch India.) 
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Now Jan fancied he had seen a dreamy 
pair of almond-shaped eyes flash up for a 
moment as his own caught them peeping at 
him from one of the outhouses, so he was in- 
clined to believe that whatever His Majesty 
might do when sober, he, at all events, spoke 
the truth when drunk. 
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** Therefore get wisdom." — Proverbs, 

THE next morning, at sunrise, Jan started 
for the tombs, with the king's brother, the 
old man who '* knew much," three of his Ja- 
vanese, and some Moaites. The much-talked- 
of path was uneven and narrow, and the night- 
gloom lingered yet under the great trees, 
seeming to roll itself up before them as they 
advanced. Sometimes a boar would dash 
across the path, and once a wild ox came 
crashing through the brushwood, and, catch- 
ing sight of them, scampered clumsily away. 
Fortunately none of these beasts attacked 
them, and though Van Riemskerk had a rifle 
with him, he was too preoccupied to care to 
take a shot at them. Now and then they met 
an ill-fed, scurf-eaten native, who stared at 
them stupidly for a moment, and then, like 
the wild oxen, ran away; but after a time 
these solitary wayfarers were no more to be 
seen, and the man who "knew much" said that 

i8o 
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the people only came down from the inland 
villages in bands when they wanted to sell 
gum or basket work, because they were afraid 
of meeting evil spirits. Jan answered that he 
would be more afraid of the wild oxen, but the 
wise man looked at him so scornfully that he 
changed the subject. 

He found that the companionship of the 
king's brother was more honorary than help- 
ful, for he could not speak a word of Malay. 
He looked at Jan, also, from time to time, from 
under his eyelids with a sinister expression of 
distrust, as he slouched forward with unwilling 
step, muttering a few words now and again 
to the man who '' knew much," who evidently 
did not agree with him. 

** Is he angry with me ? " asked Van Riems- 
kerk of the wise man. 

The old man laughed slyly, as he answered, 
** No, no ; he is jealous of you ! " 

" Jealous ! " Jan exclaimed; thinking to him- 
self, " That 's Henk's fault, bother him ! " 

'* Yes ; he says it is women, and not bones, 
you have come to Moa to find." 

** Can't you tell him that, by-and-by, I am 
going to marry a beautiful girl that lives over 
the great water." 
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" I will do SO, but not yet. He must not 
think we are talking about him." 

So they walked on in silence for a little way, 
pushing aside the rank undergrowth that often 
nearly hid the way, and chopping through the 
branches and creepers that had grown across 
it since the last party of natives had passed. 

Giant trees, matted together by a thou- 
sand creepers and hanging orchids, effec- 
tively shaded them, at the same time making 
it steamy and frightfully close. Jan felt as if 
he were suffocating. He longed for a patch 
of open ground, where he could see the sky 
and fill his lungs with pure air. 

Yet the still, voluptuous grandeur of the 
forest struck even the wise man who had seen 
it so often before. A while ago, and Jan 
would have paused, awed and wondering at 
its beauty, so unlike anything he had ever 
seen ; for at Pontako he had only been on the 
outskirts of the forest, and verdant rice-fields 
were never out of sight for long. But Jan 
had changed, changed pitifully, bewitched 
with a lust for wisdom and gold ; and the 
kindly gentleman who had loved his old fa- 
ther, stifled his own wishes, and done his duty 
manfully, had sunk into a moody, morose 
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creature — a being with sunken eyes and con- 
tracted brows, who thought only of himself 
and the power that should be his. 

His love for Marie lived, the one good thing 
left to him, but it was a love for some one 
who had nothing to do with the present, some 
one pure and gentle, who had glided as an 
unreal shadow of peace into his life, and so 
away again. He tried not to think of her, 
knowing that in the far future she would come 
to him, when this weird, parched present was 
over, and he could think and live again. But 
now ! Love, thought, God, all, must wait He 
must know first about the gold. 

He was glad that it was always midsum- 
mer. It seemed fit that even Time should 
stand still watching him. 

A pretty hero for a story, this poor Dutch- 
man! who first is not sure of his heart, and 
then loses his head ! A man who degenerates 
with each chapter — who sacrifices his friend, 
neglects his business, and, saddest of all, for- 
gets his God. A pretty hero ! A fit founder 
of a New Heaven and a New Earth. 

Ah ! well ! real life is not so plentifully sup- 
plied with "real heroes" after all. 

By-and-by the old man began talking again 
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to the prince, though, judging by the surly 
answers he got, his arguments did not improve 
that gentleman's temper. Then the old fel- 
low proved his claim to wisdom by leaving 
him alone. 

"Have you told the prince that I am, be- 
trothed ? " asked Jan. 

"Yes; and he says that a man can love 
many beautiful women, and that the birds have 
warned him against you." 

Then the wise man looked at Jan sadly, and 
said, " Ah ! yes, of course, you cannot under- 
stand what the birds say ; they tell us every- 
thing!" 

" But how do you talk to them ? " Jan almost 
added, *' you wise old parrot," but restrained 
himself 

" Sometimes, if they must warn us, they 
come and cry, and whistle till they have 
gained our attention ; at other times we seek 
them. Often I have wandered in these for- 
ests for days to learn the future. Why, the 
birds told me you were coming long before I 
saw the pointed sails of your ship flying over 
the great water." 

" Did they really ? What did they say about 
us?" 
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The man who '* knew much " fixed his eyes 
upon Jan, and answered, **They wailed, they 
screamed, * Beware ! beware! beware! Stran- 
gers are coming to the land, the ancient land 
of Moa,' " 

*'• Beware!" Jan van Riemskerk jumped 
as the wise man spoke in the style of the for- 
gotten 01am. 

" Beware ! beware ! beware ! " the old man 
repeated, '' for the prophecies of old must be 
fulfilled." 

'*What prophecies?" asked Jan, who was 
carried away by the other's earnestness. 

" Know you not the prophecies of the land 
of Moa ? Know you not that her foundations 
are gold, that the bosom of Moa is weighted 
with horrible secrets ? " 

Jan thought it wisest to pretend utter igno- 
rance of these matters, and the wise man con- 
tinued, in a shrill voice, " Know, then, that, 
when a lump of gold is found here as big as a 
horse,^ Moa will fall, and her people will 
cease to be people. Sooner or later the 
stranger musi come to the land, the gold must 
be found, Moa musi fall ! So, when little 
ones are born to us we grieve, for may they 

1 Horses in Moa are very scarce, and not bigger than ponies. 
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not one day be the orphaned children of fal- 
len Moa ? But the birds love us and our little 
ones, and when we sleep they whirl in great 
circles high in the air ; and when white- sailed 
ships bring the white-faced stranger, they flut- 
ter round our homes. * Beware ! beware,' they 
cry, for they love us." 

The wise man stood still, as he almost 
shrieked *' Beware ! " Then he waved his 
arms above his head and pointed, as if he saw 
the birds flying, till all at once the excitement 
seemed to go out of him, and he dropped his 
hands listlessly by his side, adding, " But the 
birds are afraid of you no longer." 

Van Riemskerk was really glad to hear 
this, for he had begun to wish that he had 
never started for the tombs with this eccentric 
old gentleman ; yet what he had heard from 
him whetted his curiosity, and, although he 
did not wish to excite him again, he could not 
resist asking him why these strange birds had 
changed their minds about him. 

The sulky prince had slouched on ahead 
when the wise man stopped to show how the 
birds flew. Seeing this, the old fellow signed 
to the natives to pass on also. So it happened 
that he and Jan were the last of the party ; 
and as Jan had ventured to pursue the bird 
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argument, he was grateful there would be no 
one to witness the old man's anger if it broke 
out for a second time. 

But the wise man said nothing for a long 
while, so that Jan feared his question would 
remain unanswered. His companion seemed 
lost in thought, and his shaggy eyebrows were 
heavily contracted. Suddenly he turned to 
Jan, and said : 

'* No ! would-be destroyer of Moa ! you will 
fail. For the birds speak truly. One white 
moonlight night they told me all." Then, stop- 
ping to look closely into Jan's eyes, he con- 
tinued in a low, almost awe-struck voice : '' I 
may not betray the secrets of the birds, but 
some few things I am free to tell you." 

His whispered words were so low, and there 
was something so mysterious about the whole 
man, that Jan felt his blood turn cold, and a 
shiver ran down his spine. 

** You seek gold, not wisdom ! " 

*' I seek both," Jan replied. 

'' You will find neither ! " As the wise man 
spoke a hidden bird laughed mockingly. 

*' Neither," he continued ; *' for the wisdom 
of Moa is for no man, and her gold is for an- 
other." 

" Not the Chinese skipper ?" asked Jan. 
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The man who **knew much," laughed al- 
most as mockingly as the bird had done, but 
he took no notice of Jan's question. When his 
laugh had died down into a horrid chuckle he 
whispered evasively, ** When you see a blue 
bird with a gold breast flying backward and 
forward across your path, you will know that 
you are near gold." 

"But if this obliging fowl shows me where 
the gold is, why may I not find it as well as 
another ? " 

A look of scornful pity came over the old 
man's face, and he burst out again in a loud 
voice, *' Why does the rain fall ? Where does 
the wind blow? What is under our feet? 
What is beyond our sight? Where are the 
dead ? Where are the yet unborn ? " 

Not being able to solve any of these ques- 
tions. Van Riemskerk shook his head wonder- 
ingly, and the wise man, dropping into a whis- 
per, again continued : 

*' You cannot answer these questions ! be- 
cause they are unanswerable, inscrutable ! 
Would you then argue with the birds of 
Moa?" 

Jan did not quite see the force of the argu- 
ment : but as the man who ** knew much " 
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seemed to be perfectly convinced of its jus- 
tice, and, moreover, closed his lips firmly, and 
walked on quickly, he did not like to broach 
the almost sacred subject again. He deter- 
mined, however, that when his old friend was 
calmer, he would beg him for a lesson in the 
bird language ; but the thick lonely forest, and 
the scowling face of the prince, whom they had 
overtaken, seemed hardly safe surroundings 
for such a dangerous lesson. 

At midday they rested. Jan had bought 
a strong native fisher's net and converted it 
into a hammock, and he slung himself up a 
little out of the reach of the insatiable ants 
and leeches ; but he felt too distrustful of the 
jealous princeling to dare to indulge in a 
nap. And, as he noticed how the fellow sat 
glaring at him, he thought of the coming 
night when sleep would, in spite of all efforts, 
weigh down his eyelids, and he decided that 
his highness must be made drunk. 

It was late in the afternoon when they got 
to their journey's end. Two sleeping-huts, 
or rather two roofs set up on bamboo poles, 
were ready for them, and some rude divans 
made of bamboo, but covered with soft fresh 
leaves, looked sorely tempting. Weary Jan 
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hardly knew what he desired most — rest, or 
his share of the dried fish, roasted wild-fowl, 
and rice cooked in green bamboos. All was 
laid appetizingly upon banana leaves, and two 
natives were holding merciless warfare with 
all the treasures of the insect world for the 
undivided possession of the meal. 

As the prince was not yet drunk, and the 
food was ready, Jan decided that it was din- 
ner-time, and the three men made a hearty 
meal, though Jan ate cautiously, avoiding all 
dishes that his companions had not first par- 
taken of. 

Their hunger satisfied, the man who ** knew 
much " was dragged off by Jan to look at the 
tombs. Jan found them very like the tombs 
in the Hassa Hassa, only much bigger, and 
built with such enormous blocks of stone that 
he wondered how they could ever have been 
got there. 

There was some figure-writing upon the 
biggest of them, but he could not read a word 
of it, and he felt very hopeless when he found 
that his guide could not understand it either. 
Indeed, this wise man was so afraid of the evil 
spirits and *' those deathly bees," that his one 
idea was to get away from the place ; and he 
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looked so awfully frightened when Jan pro- 
posed opening one of the graves, that the 
latter saw his only chance of success lay in 
making him, also, drunk. 

So he returned to the halting-place, and 
waited for the darkness, swinging idly in his 
hammock, and keeping off the mosquitoes with 
the smoke of a strong cigar. 

After their evening meal (which, by the by, 
consisted of a young wild pig, cut up, and 
stuffed into a bamboo, and then under the 
ashes of a wood fire), Jan opened the two bot- 
tles of brandy which he had entrusted to one 
of the Javanese. The eyes of his guides glis- 
tened at the bottles. Even the jealous one 
could not resist their temptation — for, though 
it was good to be jealous and proud, to be 
tipsy was far better. So he drank greedily, 
and grew in his cups so evil-looking, that Jan 
quickly gave him a bamboo mug full of pure 
brandy, and felt intensely relieved when he 
composed himself protestingly to slumber. 

Now, the man who *' knew much " drank 
more warily ; but Jan could, if he chose, take 
a great deal, and hoped, by frequently helping 
himself, to induce the other to drink with him. 
He began to fear, though, that his brandy 
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would not hold out, and had ugly thoughts of 
how he could best get rid of the maudlin old 
fellow, who was telling him how the king went 
secretly twice a year with his brother, and a 
slave, to bring the money that he had got from 
the Chinese traders for his coffee. He ex- 
plained that the whereabouts of the treasure 
was kept secret in the simplest manner, for 
that each time a new slave was taken. 

'* I don't understand you," said Jan, inter- 
ested in spite of his impatience. 

For answer, the old man stabbed into the 
air with his knife, adding, ** The dead can tell 
no tales." 

Jan shuddered, and handed the old man a 
stronger potion. 

Oh ! blessedness ! He was getting sleepy 
at last. He forgot what he wanted to say, 
and flourished his knife about rather more 
than Jan liked ; but at last Jan handed him 
affectionately to his divan, and he ** went off," 
sweetly embracing the empty brandy bottle. 

The wise man had declared a night-watch 
unnecessary, and no drugs had been needed 
to send the tired servants to sleep. 

Jan had much trouble to awaken the Java- 
nese he had chosen to help him. It was the 
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overseer, a trusty, sharp-witted fellow, who 
was not too horribly frightened of ghosts. 
Still, when Jan told him his plans, he began 
an endless chant, all about Allah, as a charm 
against them. 

Jan had noticed that one of the smaller 
stones of the biggest tomb had a hole in it. 
Whilst in the company of the man who *' knew 
much," he had not dared to peep through it, 
but now, taking the lantern that swung from 
the corner of the roof, he hurried grave wards 
with his sleepy companion, who was doing the 
"condensed mosque" business to his heart's 
content. 

Very naturally his efforts to throw some 
light into the interior of the tomb completely 
failed, or, at all events, failed when he tried to 
look through the hole at the same time. 

The Javanese got his thin supple fingers 
under the stone, which was much smaller than 
all the others, and showed Jan that it was 
quite loose, and unconnected with the struc- 
ture of the tomb. 

They tried to push it inwards, but it was 
slightly wedge-shaped, and they pushed in 
vain. Then, exerting all their strength, they 
pulled it towards them, and, by coaxing it. 
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tilting it, and wriggling it, at last had the sat- 
isfaction of jumping out of the way, as it fell, 
with a thud, upon the grass. 

After the writings of Olam, and his recent 
conversation with the wise man, Jan was pre- 
pared to see half the wonders of the world 
when he glared into the dark dampness of the 
tomb, holding the lantern above his head. 
But nothing rewarded his search, save, per- 
haps, a few handfuls of white ash-like dust, 
heaped here and there upon the ground. Curs- 
ing the King of Moa for a heathen liar, Jan 
drew back, the light shifted on to a rude stone 
shelf, and there was a dull-looking yellow box 
upon it. 

With trembling hands Jan lifted it from its 
dusty corner. The Javanese held the lantern, 
and his great black eyes were wide open now 
in stolid wonder at the eccentricities of his 
master. It was a metal box, battered, and 
weather-worn, and (though Jan could not read 
it) the Hindoo name for *' wisdom " was cut 
deep into the lid, which had no hinges, but 
closed over the box. 

The night wind, sighing among the trees, 
paused a moment to peep into the box of 
Wisdom, and to Jan the air seemed full of 
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voices, and weird rustlings, as though the 
spirits of the dead Wise were gathering 
around him. 

Slowly he worked the lid up. It opened at 
last with a jerk that sent him backwards on 
to the Javanese. 

Wisdom lay before him ! His ! Yet even 
as he looked, the three rolls that the box con- 
tained began to crumble, and when, with a 
cry, he seized the perishing treasure, his fin- 
gers closed upon each other, and Wisdom, 
rotten and worthless, sank under his eager 
hands. 

*' Allah! Allah!" droned the Javanese. 
And the night wind wandered on again, scat- 
tering the dust of Wisdom before it. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

" And yoa and I were all alone." 

*• /^F course you found nothing," said Henk, 
Vy when Jan, on returning from Moa in a 
particularly bad temper, related his adven- 
tures. ** I never thought you would." 

'* Never thought I would ! Don't talk like 
that. I am convinced that those rolls were 
priceless. Ah ! if I could only have kept them. " 

** Ah, yes ; the collection of dust in that old 
biscuit tin." 

" Henk ! You know the box is gold, and I 
saw the rolls with my own eyes." 

** But, my dear fellow ! you tell me yourself 
that when you saw those rolls you had been 
drinking brandy like a trooper." 

** Well, of course, it is no use talking to you," 
said Jan, with a sigh. 

Henk sighed too, and muttered something 
about regretting the good brandy, and they 
continued the rest of their walk in silence. 

196 
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'' ril tell you what," said Henk, as they 
drew near the boat that was to take them for 
the last time to the schooner, "I am jolly 
glad we get out of this to-morrow, for you 
have managed to make a deadly enemy of the 
king's brother, and I am sure he would finish us 
off somehow, if we stayed here much longer." 

" Yes ; he is a nuisance ! I wish to good- 
ness that the ' white flower ' skinned princess 
had kept her Melatis to herself, if it be iAai 
he is kicking up such a fuss about." 

''Well! I call that base ingratitude. Now, 
if she had chucked them at me — " 

** You would have made a fool of yourself, 
as usual," interrupted his friend. '* Here, lend 
a hand with the boat." 

The last day passed quickly, yet when 
the sun set Jan van Riemskerk felt that his 
preparations were perfectly completed. His 
party was sufficiently armed, well provisioned, 
and practically clothed ; he had also obtained 
canoes for the crossing of the lake, though he 
doubted whether he would be able to get 
them through the forest when he had to leave 
the path. The Javanese, too, were in excel- 
lent spirits, and he could get any number of 
natives to help them, although none of these 
13* 
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natives would undertake to enter the unex- 
plored forest. However, within its charmed 
circle he determined to build a temporary 
store-house, where, safe from native theft, he 
could leave what could not be carried farther. 

Even Henk seemed in a little flutter of ex- 
citement, though Jan partly attributed it to 
the parting kick he had had the joy of giving 
" that pig- tailed devil," the skipper. 

Sunrise saw them well started on their jour- 
ney. Sunset came, and they had left the sea 
and the sweet sea wind behind them, and, as 
Henk said, were ** in for it now." 

Several natives had pressed their services 
at the last moment, and Jan, glad to make 
himself popular, had permitted them to ac- 
company him, although, naturally, but few 
could speak Malay. During the day's jour- 
ney he fancied he had learned to know the 
faces of these people pretty well; he was 
much surprised, therefore, when suddenly, as 
he sat enjoying his cigar in the moonlight, a 
beautiful boy stood before him whom he was 
certain he had never seen before. 

They had encamped for the night by a little 
river that rippled round huge rocks that some 
volcanic force had hurled into the forest. 
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The guides told him that the natives made 
this spot their resting-place. Indeed, the 
ground had been cleared for a small space, and 
some fresh-looking nuts and broken, still green 
bamboos showed that it was not so very long 
since a considerable party had encamped there. 

It was full moon, and a flood of glorious 
white light, such as is undreamt of by stay-at- 
home Europeans, showed every curve of the 
rocks, every laughing ripple of the water. 

Every one, even Henk, lay asleep around 
Jan, and yet, from the intense shadows of the 
forest, this boy came gliding towards him with 
fair, white, outstretched hands, and dark eyes 
that seemed to have drops of liquid moonlight 
in them. 

" Come," said the boy, in a pure, low voice ; 
" I have much to tell you." 

"Tell it to me here," said Jan, wondering 
if he were dreaming. 

" No, no. Oh, sir, come with me ! " 

Jan arose and strode quickly after the boy, 
who sped on before him, between the rocks, to 
the very brink of the river. Here he stopped, 
and taking from his breast a handful of Melati 
flowers, held them out to Jan. 

One glance at the full, firm breast that the 
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litde hand had bared, one look down into the 
shy, dark eyes that gazed for a moment so 
despairingly up at him, and then hid them- 
selves behind their silken lashes, and Jan felt 
his pulses quicken. 

The subtle smell of the Melati flowers hung 
in the moonlight, the river whispered a love 
song at his feet. 

** I am Oentih ! she who threw the Melatis 
at you in Moa,*' came in soft, cooing tones. 

*' You have followed me ? you, a woman of 
the East." Jan was startled at his own voice : 
even his whisper sounded harsh and loud in 
the stillness. 

How the little hands trembled at his rebuke, 
impulsively dropping the Melati flowers about 
the weary wee feet ! How lovely she was ! 
How lovely the night was ! How still ! 

Jan could hardly believe that all this strange 
thing was happening to him — to Jan van 
Riemskerk of Amsterdam. He had surely 
fallen asleep and was dreaming ? 

The star-like Melatis that glittered round 
her feet, and lay crushed in her palms, seemed 
to charm the air, and steal all sense of every- 
day things from his brain. 

What a spot! What an hour! What a 
beautiful woman ! Who would know of or be 
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the worse for this midsummer's night dream ? 
Not Marie ? Marie, Marie, he almost laughed 
as he said her name to himself. What had she 
to do with this moment, when the moon was 
kissing the earth, and the smell of star-flowers 
was stealing about him ? What did she know 
of that heaving round breast, of that dark little 
head drooping like a tired flower on its stem ? 
All these things had nothing to do with to- 
morrow, with hereafter. They grew out of 
the white moonlight, the unearthly peace of 
the hour ; and they were so beautiful, so ir- 
resistibly tempting ! 

Unconsciously Jan drew nearer to Oentih. 
The thorns and branches had torn away her 
long sleeves, but in the moonlight even her 
rags looked fair, and a great band of gold 
glittered on her dimpled arm. She saw his 
eyes fall on it, and snatched it from her arm 
to fling it far into the river. The smitten 
water cast little silver arrows up into the 
moonlight, and then went on with its love 
song — so sweetly ! 

" See ! I am betrothed no longer," whis- 
pered Oentih, holding up her bare, polished 
arms, a poem of tenderness dawning in her 
shadowy Arabian eyes. 

Betrothed ! Betrothed ! To whom was this 
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child of the moonHght betrothed ? Had she, 
too, a yesterday, a future? Would she not 
have faded to-morrow with the Melati flowers 
that lay about her ? 

Was this fair dream the betrothed of the 
King of Moa, — the hopelessly beloved of his 
sullen brother ? And would she cling to him, 
Jan van Riemskerk of Amsterdam, to-morrow, 
as she clung to-night? To-morrow! when 
Henk would wake up and wish that the moon 
had brought him such luck ? When all would 
be ready to move on again ; when the woman, 
dream-like, — lovely, but sXxWreal, — would have 
to move on too, and perhaps be recognized, — 
murdered ! To-morrow ! To-morrow ! 

But now was not to-morrow. Now was 
night And, ah, she was weeping, — that 
little tear glittered like a diamond as it fell, — 
she was weeping to be consoled, weeping to 
be petted, to be loved ! 

He drew very near to her, whispering, 
*' Oentih ! Little white flower, Oentih ! " 

She had turned from him in childish anger, 
but at his whisper she raised her head from 
her folded arms, and swayed a little back- 
wards. But as his arm curved round her she 
started, looked hastily behind him, threw up 
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her hands into the moonlight, and with a shrill 
cry of terror, fled back into the shadows. 

Her scream alarmed the camp, and Henk 
and the men hurried to the rocks to find Jan 
standing by the dead body of the king's bro- 
ther. 

*'The brute flew at me," said Jan quietly, 
when Henk's startled eyes turned question - 
ingly upon him, ** and I had to defend myself." 

** See ! he has fallen from the rocks," ex- 
claimed Henk, with admirable presence of 
mind, as the men came crowding round ; ** he 
is quite dead. 

**What think you, will you take him back 
to Moa ? What would the king wish ? " and 
Henk looked up inquiringly as he bent over 
the dead man. 

The natives consulted together, and decided 
to bury him by the rocks. They said that an- 
other prince had died inland and been buried 
there, and that the king had found it good, 
and that he could probably, later on, mark his 
brother's grave with great stones, and so show 
him due honor. 

So, as the white moon faded in the hectic 
dawn, they buried him. Henk stood by the 
grave wondering, with a sad heart, what se- 
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cret it held. For Jan had told him nothing, 
but was sullen and restless. 

Soon natives came hastening from Moa. 
The king's brother, they said, had run away 
with the ** White Flower" princess, and they 
were to find and kill them both, for the king 
was angry. 

**The prince is dead!" cried their eager 
friends. 

** And the ' White Flower ' ? " 

** Oh ! the evil spirits had taken her,'' they 
added. Then Henk looked sharply at Jan, 
who turned away, and kicked the grass up 
with his heel. 

After the funeral Jan ordered that the camp 
should rest for a day or two, a decision which 
surprised all, and as soon as he could slip 
away, he put his compass in his pocket and 
wandered off alone. Only the forest heard 
his whispered ** Oentih ! Oentih ! " 

But though he whispered long, and called 
even at last in his despair, stretching out his 
arms entreatingly, and though he watched 
behind the moonlit rocks all night, he never 
found Oentih. And as he knew she would 
not dare to retrace her steps along the com- 
mon path, or even to appear at all in Moa, 
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he dreaded that she would Hnger in the forest 
until she was lost in its endless maze, and was 
hopelessly crazed by hunger and fatigue, and 
that awe of the supernatural which the vast 
solitude would awake in her. 

And when, in the days that followed, the 
natives said again amongst themselves that 
the bad spirits had taken Oentih, he, over- 
hearing them, would sigh deeply, fearing that 
somewhere in the virgin fastness of the forest 
a creature was whirling round and round in 
great circles, a creature deadly, weary, and 
stark mad, beating her fair bosom against the 
brushwood, and tearing her wild hair out with 
the thorns and creepers. He knew, too, that 
in a few hours the crazed whirl would cease 
suddenly, when the poor, mad thing dropped 
dead ! dead, with all the beauty scared out of 
her face. 

" Jan, had you anything to do with * White 
Flower*?" asked Henk, the day after the 
adventure. 

Jan laughed bitterly, as he answered, 
*' What do you mean by * to do with her ' ? " 

*' Well ! do you know where she is?" 

He looked away amongst the trees as he 
answered, ** No ! I wish to God I did ! But 
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one thing I can tell you, she will be dead in a 
week." 

-Dead!" 

" Yes, please God ! dead ! There, don't 
speak of it, old fellow. I '11 tell you all about 
it one day." 

Henk asked no more, but as his friend 
wearily turned away he gave a low whistle, 
and muttered, ** So, so," under his breath. 

Before the king's messengers came from 
Moa the men had whispered together a good 
deal, and Henk had felt anxious for Jan's 
safety, for the prince had got an ugly wound 
in his side that any fool could see was never 
caused by a fall, and he felt certain that they 
suspected foul play. But, luckily, after hear- 
ing the king's message, they quieted down, 
for the king had said he was to die, and now 
he was dead there was an end of the matter ; 
and as to Oentih, they never gave her another 
thought after the first few days, but resigned 
her willingly to the evil spirits. And on the 
third day they had all started cheerfully on 
their way again. 

Jan's melancholy was quite unnoticed by 
these people, for they had never seen him in 
any other mood. Indeed, they said amongst 
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themselves that the white man was " clouded," 
and It was the truest thing that men, white or 
brown, had ever said of Jan. 

After a journey of some days they reached 
the spot where the guides thought it best to 
leave the path and strike due south into the 
kingdom of Bwoolo. All the natives, guides 
included, refused to accompany the exploring 
party any farther. They entreated Jan to re- 
turn with them. 

"You are taking all your followers to 
death," they said ; but Jan laughed, and Henk 
sighed, and the program remained unchanged. 

Jan even induced the natives to venture a 
mile or so into the unexplored forest to build 
a shed there, and to do a little rough clearing 
around it This occupied them for some time, 
till Jan began to count his rice sacks, and was 
glad after all when the men took their de- 
parture. 

And now the hard work really began. The 
Javanese had to clear the way before them, 
and progress was of the slowest When Jan 
found that all the natives would desert him, he 
decided to leave the second canoe behind him 
in the shed. By this arrangement two Javan- 
ese were free to chop and hack away in front, 
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while the others labored on behind carrying 
the biggest canoe, with the much diminished 
stores in it. 

It was a heavy load, and Jan often had to 
give the men the benefit of his well-developed 
muscles. 

Henk was too fat to be of any bodily assist- 
ance, though his good nature and frank un- 
selfishness did much to cheer them all, and 
made even that weary way seem shorter. He 
was a good shot, too, and the men (although 
Mohammedans) were grateful to him for many 
a savory supper of wild pig. In fact, game 
was plentiful, and they were able to keep their 
tinned provisions, and not to dig too deeply 
into the rice sacks. And, as Henk said, it 
was a comfortable feeling to know that within 
a few miles of them there was lots more rice, 
and any amount of tins in the snug little shed 
near the beaten track. Like Tom Thumb, he 
was continually placing landmarks to show 
himself the way back again ** to those nice 
green peas and potted tongue." 

No one of the party suspected that good- 
natured Henk was really suffering more than 
any of them. 

In spite of his high boots, the forest leeches, 
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ticks, and ants attacked him unmercifully, and 
in a few days the poor fellow was a mass of 
wounds. The bare-legged Javanese also suf- 
fered from these plagues ; but as their blood 
was in a purer condition, their wounds healed 
quickly, and brought no fever with them. 

The pedometer reported but an average 
of five miles in the twelve hours, although the 
little party persistently crawled on, fighting 
its way through the steamy wall of rank 
growth. 

Sometimes the spoor of the wild ox would 
help them a little, but, as a rule, a thick, un- 
broken forest lay before them ; and it was only 
a quick shot like Henk's that could knock over 
the wild pigs, who seemed to jump up from 
under their feet, to disappear in a twinkling. 

Although they had seen some nasty kinds 
of snakes, their worst enemies belonged to 
the insect kingdom. Few dangerous beasts 
make their homes in Malay forests. The 
clumsy wild oxen were only too anxious to run 
away from them, and the boars, though they 
had cruel-looking fangs that curled up nearly 
to their eyes, seemed a cowardly lot. 

Water was plentiful, which accounted for 
the abundance of life. 
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On the fourth day they crossed two big 
rivers. Jan was inclined to think it was really 
two crossings of the same river, which prob- 
ably ran out of the much-talked-of lake, and 
he tried for a few hours to follow its course, 
thinking that it would take him due south. 
But the compass proved that it was making 
its way west from due east, and he began to 
fear that he had left the forest path too soon, 
and that the lake was lying east of them in- 
stead of south. 

However, it was impossible to follow the 
river in its many windings, so they held their 
southern course, deciding to pursue it for a 
day longer before they turned off to the east 

And, toward the middle of the fifth day, 
the lake suddenly glittered before them, or 
rather a great bay of the lake, for its waters 
stretched away to the north as well as to the 
south. 

What a sight that vast sheet of water was ! 
In some places seething and bubbling up out 
of itself, in others, calm and placid, but with 
an ever-rolling mantle of steam curling over 
its surface. 

Angry, simmering pools formed to lose 
themselves again in the spluttering clay of the 
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unrestful shore, where, in great natural basins, 
white, boiling mud welled ceaselessly out of 
the ground, emitting a strong, sulphurous 
smell. 

Myriads of red dragonflies skimmed over 
the reeking water, and, greatly to Jan's sur- 
prise, many beautiful blue, white-throated 
kingfishers were sitting on some bamboos that 
grew at the edge of the unsavory shore. Now, 
the presence of these birds proved fresh water 
and fish to be somewhere in the lake, so that 
Henk's first fear that they would all die of 
thirst was unfounded. 

A great hawk hung motionless above them, 
yet, in spite of all this life, the lake had an 
awful look, and the sulphurous heavy air 
seemed to close round them suffocatingly. 

" It is just like going to hell ! " sighed Henk, 
beginning to look about for landmarks. 

Jan always made a pretense of consulting 
Henk in everything, but it was simply for 
form's sake, for Henk's advice was invariably 
the same, ** Let us turn right round and go 
home again." And now, therefore, when he 
was bidden to council, he was directly against 
going down the lake ; and as he would talk 
" nothing but nonsense " about ** those peas 
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and the potted tongue," Jan left him alone, as 
usual, and sat down *'to think out things" by 
himself. 

A strange exultation filled him as he looked 
across **the great sea that is hid in the for- 
ests." He felt that he was getting near his 
goal, for everything was proving the trust- 
worthiness of Olam's manuscript, allowing, of 
course, for Oriental exaggeration. Certainly, 
no sad spirits had come floating round them; 
and yet when he thought of the old grave at 
Moa, he was not quite so sure of that either. 
There had been a ghostlike feeling of awed 
waiting in the air ! 

He had a feverish longing to reach the 
south end of the lake, and to cry with 01am, 
** I have seen the great mountain, it is true ! 
it is true ! " But one thing was certain : they 
could not all embark at once, for though the 
canoe was a big one, six men and their bag- 
gage was as much as she could hold. 

In Henk's condition of mind Jan did not 
dare either to send him forward with the men 
nor to leave him behind. In the first case, 
he could never bring the canoe back again, 
and in the second, he would surely bolt back 
to **the peas and the tongue," taking his 
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charges with him. He saw clearly that he 
would have to take the two journeys himself, 
leaving the first batch of men at the south 
end of the lake whilst he fetched the second 
lot, whom he determined to leave in charge 
of the overseer. 

Meanwhile the men were busy setting up 
roofs and bamboo divans with marvelous ra- 
pidity, working deftly with their great knives, 
and crooning a song that repeated itself again 
and again. Jan's hammock was soon slung 
up temptingly, and the fragrant smell of roast 
pig set Henk thinking of gentle Charles 
Lamb, with whose works this well-read Dutch- 
man was acquainted. 

The clever workmanship of the men made 
Jan wonder whether it were not better to let 
them make a second canoe to enable them all 
to keep together, but so many difficulties pre- 
sented themselves that he decided to stick to 
his first plan. He felt pretty certain the men 
would wait for his return, unless they were 
seized with panic, which he did not think 
likely. And as the overseer was a good shot, 
and the men clever at trap-setting, they would 
get on very well for a few days, and need not 
be too plentifully supplied with rice. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



214 "GOLD" 

It was characteristic of the new Jan that he 
never considered what they would eat on their 
return journey. His one idea was to reach 
the land of gold : perhaps the poor fellow 
fancied that he could live on that metal. 

It is true that there were provisions in the 
shed within twenty miles of them, and they 
could make their way back along the yet 
open track pretty quickly without the canoe ; 
but it is to be doubted if these reflections oc- 
curred to the would-be founder of a New Age. 

'* Forward " was his motto, and after the 
gold mountain came — well ! he had n't time 
to think or care what. 

All the miseries of the crossing were safely 
overcome ; they rowed all night, and rested 
for the best part of the day. Often the water 
was troubled, with round boiling patches in it, 
where new springs gushed up. Again they 
found pleasant nooks of fresh lapping water, 
formed by busy little rivulets setting out in 
life for themselves. 

But at length the shore began to get sandy 
and barren, the marvelous undergrowth grew 
sparser, till at last they had left the forest be- 
hind them, breaking in wave-formed lines 
upon a wilderness of jagged rocks, stunted 
trees, and gray volcanic sand. 
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By the end of the second night they had 
reached the southern end of the lake, to find 
that the mountains that had always loomed 
ahead of them were still far away across a 
shelving plain that rose gently up from the 
lake. None of the range answered to Olam's 
description of the gold mountain, and it was 
with fierce, hungry eyes that Jan waited for 
the dawn. At last it came, creeping slowly 
over the blue night sky, and there, far in the 
east, black against the dawn, towered a mighty 
pyramid. As the sun rose higher, the stately 
summit gleamed like the purest gold, and a 
wreath of feathery cloud wound slowly round 
it, taking fantastic forms as it writhed away to 
nothing in the glorious morn. 

Jan could not speak, but, shaking from head 
to foot, pointed with glad fingers over the 
plain. 

Henk was positively afraid of him, and the 
Javanese shrank away and watched him fur- 
tively as they squatted on their hams, for there 
was something terrible — mad — in this un- 
speakable joy of his ! He laughed defiantly 
— pointed again and again — clutched at his 
throat — and then, with a mocking cry upon 
his lips, fell down and fainted. 

When he recovered consciousness he was 
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perfectly calm, and, seemingly unaware of his 
previous excitement, set about the arrange- 
ments for the camp. 

By nightfall he started northwards again 
with one man. He hoped to get down 
quickly, as the little current there was set 
north, and the wind was in his favor. 

Henk watched his friend ruefully from the 
shore. He stood looking over the waters long 
after the fleet canoe had sped into the dark- 
ness, and as he turned away at last, and limped 
toward his bed, he muttered : 

" It is the puzzle of the geese and the fox 
over again. Ah ! a mad business ! a mad 
business ! " 
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CHAPTER XV 

MARIE ! " 
- Yes, Uncle Verburgh ! " 

" Now, look at me ! No more dillydally- 
ing, do you hear? Once for all, are you go- 
ing to marry TermuUer — yes or no ? " 

" Most decidedly no ! " and Marie threw 
her head back and confronted her uncle un- 
flinchingly. 

Directly she defied him, his blustering 
ceased, and in a whining tone he asked : 

'* And why, ducky ? " 

*' Because I don't love him ? " 

This simple answer restored Verburgh's 
courage a little, and he ventured to banter- 
ingly reply : 

" Oh ! Ah ! But that would come all right 
by-and-by." 

Now, although Marie did not love her un- 
cle, she understood him, and knew that a 

9X7 
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little flattery and affection went a very long 
way with the old fellow. The truth was, he 
admired her greatly, and was more than half- 
inclined to be in love with her.^ So, when 
she moved softly toward him to lay her little 
hand upon his arm, his coarse, blue underlip 
dropped, and the foolish, soft look that Marie 
often dreaded spread over his repulsive face. 

** I am sure he is very nice," he said, think- 
ing more of Marie than of his friend, whilst 
his hanging lip watered. 

** I dare say he is, dear uncle ; but I dislike 
him — distinctly dislike him. He is repellent 
to me in every way ; and I should be a most 
miserable woman if I married him, for I should 
be — afraid of him." 

Her voice dropped almost to a whisper, 
and she spoke the last words slowly and with 
downcast eyes, as the memory of that awful 
afternoon when she had felt the forcQ of Ter- 
muller*s will came back to her. 

Verburgh thought it quite right and proper 
that a wife should be afraid of her husband. 
It had always delighted him to terrify the 
abject woman who had borne his children, and 

1 In the Netherlands marriages sometimes take place between un- 
cle and niece. 
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yet, somehow, he did not like the thought of 
** his Marie " being afraid. 

** Why, that is not like you," he said, as he 
held her from him, to look at her with a puz- 
zled face. '*Why, you will be afraid of me 
next!" 

The look that was Marie's reply had so 
little fear in it that her uncle was emboldened 
to kiss her. 

**Now, don't freeze up," entreated the hot- 
headed old noodle, as Marie coldly moved 
away from him. " Now, please don't freeze 
up, because I want to say something to you. 
It 's just this," he added, rushing to the point 
lest he should get too nervous to go on; **if 
you won't marry Termuller, will you marry 
me ? Come, now ; you ain't afraid of me ! " 
He opened his short arms, and held his head 
on one side as if he considered himself irre- 
sistible. 

** What, you ! Uncle Verburgh ? " 

''We would get the king's permission, and 
do all square, you know," exclaimed the old 
gentleman, looking crestfallen. 

Marie did not answer, but stood staring at 
him over her clasped hands. So this man 
was her protector, this proposal was the an- 
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swer to her appeal ! Meanwhile, this man 
stood first on one leg, then on the other, 
mopped his face, blew his nose, spasmodically 
pulled down his waistcoat, and finally worked 
himself up into a nervous rage. 

" D — n it," he roared ; ** if you won't marry 
me, you shall marry Termuller." 

"Excuse me, uncle ; I shall marry neither." 

" Then you go out of my house." 

''Very well." 

" Very well ! Where will you go ? What 
will you do ? Shall I tell you ? " 

But his coarse laugh told Marie plainly 
enough what his thoughts were, and she an- 
swered, '* If you turn me out of doors, I have 
got good friends to go to, Uncle Verburgh : 
and I hope soon to marry the man I love, and 
to leave India and all these dreary troubles." 

**So, so! Miss Marie is in love: and who 
is the fortunate individual ? " 

Uncle Verburgh did not look so very angry 
after all. He thought that he knew who this 
favored one was, and decided not to show 
fight ; but as poor Marie had spoken of Jan, 
a hundred tender memories had arisen and 
done what nothing else could — brought tears. 
She rushed out of the room in an agony of 
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weeping, leaving her uncle discomfited and 
rather ashamed of himself. 

Her one thought was to get to her own 
room; but as she hurried through the front 
gallery, some one stood in her way, and, look- 
^^S ^P» she saw TermuUer. 

** Has your uncle spoken to you about me ? " 
he asked. 

*«No — yes." 

** Is that why you are crying? " 

** Oh, please let me go ! " 

** No, Marie ; I can't let you go. It is bet- 
ter that I speak to you myself at once." 

"O Mr. TermuUer! I am so faint, spare 
me now ! " 

But '' spare " was a word that TermuUer did 
not understand. He looked down upon the 
shrinking girl with fierce admiration, but he 
could not spare her. 

" Look at me ! " he ordered, and Marie 
looked up much as a rabbit would look at a 
boa constrictor. 

** Do you love any one else ? " 

'* Yes." 

** Curse him ! " 

Marie shuddered at the concentrated hatred 
in those two words. 
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" Curse him!" repeated Termuller hoarsely; 
then he tore and plucked at his hands as he 
continued : ** Everything that I have said I 
would do I have always done, and I have 
sworn to marry you. I love you passionately, 
for I love for the first time in my life. Can't 
you care for me a little, Marie ? " 

His voice softened ; there was entreaty in it. 
Hisface had turned deadly white. He stretched 
his hands out as though to draw her to him, 
and Marie, surprised at these signs of real 
feeling, was deceived for a moment and thrown 
off her guard. After the result of her appeal 
to her uncle, one would think that she would 
have grown wiser, but she was so glad to find 
that Termuller was not altogether bad that 
she began to tell herself that he was all heart, 
all goodness. 

Taking his hands, she looked up sweetly in 
his face, and before she could speak, he was 
pressing her to his breast, covering her face 
with hot kisses that hurt her. 

** Let me go ! Let me go ! " she gasped. 

But he only laughed, holding her the while 
with an iron grasp. 

** Let you go, little one ! Never ! never ! " 
and when she struggled and freed herself, he 
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caught her again, and bent down to look into 
her face. His strong fingers bruised her, but 
she did not feel them, for she was staring up 
into his pale eyes, conscious of nothing but 
terror. 

" Never ! " he said again. Then the two 
looked at each other in a long silence, the girl 
cringing against the balustrade, and leaning 
heavily upon it with her hand, the man hold- 
ing her at arm's length, with his cruel face 
bent towards her. 

** Never ! " she echoed at last, in a horrified 
whisper, forced into speech against her will. 

Then he released her, almost pushing her 
from him, and she crept down the steps, 
slowly, painfully, as if she had been half- 
stunned by a blow. 

Her terror had dried her tears. Nor, when 
she gained her own room, could she weep, 
but stood with clasped hands, looking vacantly 
around her. Mere thought was an effort at 
first, but gradually her brain cleared, and she 
could reasonably consider her future. 

Even if she had not met TermuUer, she 
would have found it difficult to remain in her 
uncle's house under the circumstances, al- 
though she felt herself perfect mistress of that 
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exceedingly foolish old person, and was con- 
vinced that she could always frighten him into 
silence. But her encounter with TermuUer 
had so shaken her nerves, and she felt herself 
to be so helplessly in his power, that she de- 
termined never again to come under his in- 
fluence. She saw, therefore, the necessity of 
leaving the house at once, and decided to steal 
away when it grew dark, and put herself un- 
der Vera's protection. 

After the miserable evening when she had 
discovered that poor Serge loved her, she had 
kept aloof from the brother and sister. But 
they had sought her society more than ever, 
showing her in a hundred ways that the sad 
end of the love story must make no difference 
between them. 

Marie felt thankful, and renewed her visits 
after a while out of pure gratitude. She de- 
tected that Vera was acting under compulsion 
at first, but the feeling soon wore off, for the 
two girls were thoroughly good, and good 
women love each other for their true merits. 

Vera, who, as Mary had conjectured, had 
renewed the intimacy to please her brother, 
learnt wonderful lessons from him. She saw 
how his love for Marie — cleansed from selfish- 
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ness, and void of hope — became a beautiful 
devotion, changing the fanciful, fretful boy 
into a man, whose face, tinged as it was with 
melancholy, had something far grander in it 
than the ideal the adoring sister had painted. 

She saw how self-pity was swallowed up in 
deepest compassion for another, and how his 
unstable will grew firm in striving not to re- 
mind Marie by word or look of his own love. 

He still had his times of passionate weeping, 
of weak despair, but he was learning to hide 
them even from his sister ; and she began to 
understand that his life was ** a thousand times 
better for knowing and loving Marie," as he 
had once told her it would be. 

". Trouble has made a true man, a real poet 
of him," she reflected, and then, poor girl ! she 
sighed, for her wishes had not come true in 
the way that she desired. ** Could happiness 
never have wrought this change in Serge?" 
she asked herself. 

She marked also the gentle look that crept 
over Marie's face when she talked to Serge, 
and the sorrowful glances that she gave him 
when she thought she was unobserved. How 
happy she was, too, to do him any little ser- 
vice ! To prove in some sweet womanly way 
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how she appreciated his unselfishness ! Marie 
never spoke about Serge to Vera; those three 
understood each other without words, and a 
look or a sigh was a warning or a reward to 
them. But she often talked to her of Jan, and 
all her hopes and fears concerning him, and 
Vera learnt yet another lesson of devoted love 
from this destroyer of her brother s happiness. 

One day, when Marie had been unburden- 
ing her heart, Vera had cried, ** He is not 
nearly good enough for you, Marie ! " and 
though Marie had put her little hand over 
her friend's mouth, and laughed at her through 
her tears, Vera's opinion remained unaltered, 
and she sighed again, thinking what a crooked, 
wrong-headed old world it was. 

She did her utmost to calm Marie's fears for 
Jan's safety, but without success, for they grew 
daily stronger and stronger. 

Serge had schooled himself to talk freely 
about Jan, and as his gentler nature — per- 
haps some feeling of pride — did not permit 
him to make the unfavorable remarks about 
that gentleman that his sister did, Marie be- 
lieved she had entirely won him in his favor. 
She little guessed that Jan was to Serge a 
perfect anomaly, an utterly incomprehensible 
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being, who appeared mad one moment, heart- 
less the next. He wondered at, and doubted 
the love of a man who could treat Marie as 
Jan did. 

Neither could he understand Marie's love 
for Jan. There seemed too much pity mixed 
up with it, and yet it was such womanly love ! 
But one thing was clear as daylight to him : 
Marie's life's happiness was bound up in this 
unworthy Jan. Her one dread was his jour- 
ney to Moa, her one wish was to save him 
from danger, real and imaginary. And Serge's 
poet's brain formed all sorts of wild plans for 
the gratification of her wishes. Such wild 
plans were they, that none save a poet and a 
Croesus would have dared to entertain them. 

He told many of these day-dreams to his 
sister and Marie, and to the latter he had said 
again and again, with his Oriental exaggera- 
tion of expression, " Only tell me, my star, 
when all these things shall happen?" And 
as Marie's molehills of fear became moun- 
tains, what had appeared impossible to her 
grew plausible, and she took comfort in 
Serge's schemes.* So that when she said to 
herself, " I will go to Vera," hope, pregnant 
with purpose, sprang up within her. 
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By-and-by, some one knocked at her door. 
Fear had made her unreasonable, and half 
dreading that Termuller demanded admit- 
tance, she shrank back into the shadows of 
the darkening room. But Mina's voice re- 
assured her, and hastily pulling her thoughts 
together, she bade the child enter. 

** Pa wants to know why you don't come 
and sit in the gallery ? Pa says are you afraid 
some one will try to kiss you ? " and Miss Mina 
laughed immoderately at the joke she but half 
understood. 

**Tell Papa I have got a headache, and 
would rather stay in my room." 

"Oh, dear!" sighed Mina, curling herself 
up in a chair, and forgetting in her lazy com- 
fort that she had a message to deliver. ** It 
is much more comfortable here than in the 
gallery." Then she stretched herself and 
yawned noisily, saying as she did so, " You 
should see Pa ! " 

"Yes? Why?" Marie was wondering what 
the child knew. 

" Why ? he is just claret-colored, that is all ! " 

"Is he ill?" 

"No, he is angry ! He and 'gooseberry 
eyes ' have had a jolly row." 
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- Oh, dear ! " 

Silence ! Mina looked as if she could say 
a great deal more, and was evidently dying to 
be questioned, but although Marie was really 
curious, she said nothing ; and at last Mina 
grumbled, ** You don't seem to take much 
interest in it. It was all about you ! " 

"Oh, I hope not ! " said her cousin, glad 
that the darkness hid her startled looks. 

" But it was, though ! It seems to me they 
all want to marry you," and Mina laughed 
again ; " even Pa said he would n't mind," she 
added, with a chuckle. 

" You have been listening, Mina ! How 
often have I told you how wrong it is ! " 

** About a hundred times," replied Mina 
coolly. " But it was fun, though ! Pa looked 
just like a pouter pigeon when he said he 
might marry you himself, and 'gooseberry 
eyes ' fell right back, and then sprang forward 
again, as if he were going to knock Pa down. 
I do wish he had ! " added this dutiful daughter 
reflectively. Then, with a deep sigh, she con- 
tinued : '* But all at once he changed his mind, 
and began to laugh, and that was horrid. It 
made me quite cold, and then he said, * You 

old fool, do you think she cares for you ? ' 
15* 



Digitized by 



Googk 



230 *'GOLD" 

** ' Not exactly,' said Pa, ' but I know whom 
she does love ! ' " 

**Well?" asked Marie, forgettingher caution, 
as Mina paused to give her words proper effect. 

•* He said," replied Mina, speaking very 
slowly and vastly enjoying herself, **he said 
you loved * the donkey boy/ " 

Now, ** donkey boy" was one of Verburgh*s 
nicknames for Serge : it would have been diffi- 
cult to know why he applied it to him. Per- 
haps his Arab features reminded him of the 
bakshish beggars and donkey boys he had 
met at Port Said or Aden ; at all events he 
seemed to find it very clever and appropriate, 
especially when he remarked that the young 
man winced under it. 

** He said you had just told him so ! " con- 
tinued Mina, mysteriously ; and he said that 
he was thinking it over, and did n't see why 
one fool could n't turn Miss into Mrs. just as 
well as another." 

** Now, give me some chocolates ? " pleaded 
the eavesdropper, ** and I will tell you more ! " 

Marie hated herself for doing it, as she 
pushed the chocolate-box towards her. 

'* I must have the lamp, too, or I shall be 
eating ants ! " Mina's mouth was quite full. 
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*' Oh ! come ! You seem to be enjoying 
them quite well enough in the dark. Besides, 
it is n't really dark yet ! " replied poor Marie, 
who dreaded the sharp eyes of the child, and 
felt, too, as if her limbs would not support her 
if she got up to light the lamp ; and Mina, re- 
flecting that her cousin could not see how 
much she ate, resigned herself to darkness, 
and continued : 

" Well, * gooseberry eyes ' cursed and swore 
terribly. But whether he was abusing the 
* donkey boy ' or Pa, I could not make out. 
But, of a sudden, he knocked Pa all of a heap 
by saying that you had promised to marry 
him. So there was an end of the matter ! " 

" God help me ! " cried Marie, under her 
breath. 

** But, who are you going to marry. Cousin 
Marie?" 

** No one, child ! No one that you know ! 
Come, run away now. My head is in a whirl ! " 

** I don't wonder at it, with so many lovers ! 
May I take the chocolates with me ? " 

" Yes, yes ; now go ! " 

** But what am I to say to Pa ? " 

** That I have a bad headache." 

'* Won't you come to dinner?" 
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"No, I think not. Let me be left quite 
alone. Good-night, dear! " and Marie stooped 
down to kiss the ugly little face, almost 
tenderly. 

"Cousin Marie is up to mischief," reflected 
Mina, when she stood outside the closed door. 

Nevertheless she gave Marie s message to 
her father, and held her own counsel till the 
next morning, when a note was brought to 
Verburgh as he drank his early cup of coffee. 
Then, as he glanced at the handwriting, and 
broke open the envelop with hurried, ner- 
vous fingers, she said ; 

" It is from Cousin Marie, Pa ! She has run 
away with the * donkey boy ! ' They sailed 
this morning, and Vera has gone with them ! " 
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CHAPTER XVI 

" Oh I There are spirits of the air and genii of the evening breeze." 

— SkelUy, 

JAN found it much more difficult to manage 
the big canoe than he had expected. His 
Javanese companion was down with fever, and 
nearly always lay shivering and helpless at 
the bottom of the boat. 

Jan was thankful it he were still, for oftener 
he was raving in wild delirium of ghosts and 
wicked spirits ; even when he was well enough 
he muttered and prayed to himself, looking 
round with haggard, frightened eyes, as he 
paddled over the steaming water. 

Orr the second night he was very bad, and 
Jan feared that he would jump overboard, or 
even try to kill him in his frenzy. But, at last, 
he sank down, a shuddering mass, at the bot- 
tom of the boat, and lay there groaning, and 
Jan paddled on, unaided, in the tender star- 
light. 

The night was oppressively hot, and the 
sulphurous fumes of the lake hung about the 

233 



Digitized by 



Googk 



234 "GOLD" 

boat, though it was clear overhead. Night 
birds were calling here and there, startled per- 
haps by the splash of the paddle. Then the 
dawn throbbed in the East The stars faded 
one by one, and, grateful that the night had 
passed, Jan turned into a little bay to search 
for some fresh water for the sick man. 

What was that flashing light on the shore ? 
What strange creatures were those that peeped 
with horrid, frightful faces through the trellis 
work of creepers ? 

Jan glanced towards them, and then bounded 
up, his eyes starting out of his head with hor- 
ror. As he rose, the beings turned and fled, 
but not before he bad seen the awful, noseless 
faces, the swollen, handless arms, the loath- 
some, scaly skins of a whole race of lepers. 

The sight was terrible ! Jan half doubted 
it he were awake. But a shrill cry from his 
fever- stricken companion brought him to his 
senses. The poor wretch, disturbed by Jan, 
had looked up to see what was the matter, 
and, believing himself to be surrounded by a 
host of evil spirits, was crying that Jan had 
brought him into hell. His hair was standing 
on end, and under his tawny skin he had 
turned a green white. 
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He tore and struck at Jan when he tried to 
calm him, and, catching him tightly by the 
arm, pointed with an idiotic laugh towards 
the shore. Then he crouched down as if the 
lepers were coming over the water to him, and 
tried to ward them off in his jabbering terror. 

**They come! they come!" he screeched; 
then throwing up his arms, he leapt into the 
seething water. 

Jan sprang forward to try to save the mad 
creature, who once came struggling up to 
bite and strike at him. He sank again to 
rise once more, quite still, quite dead. 

Jan leant over and tried to pull the poor 
fellow into the boat, but the water just there 
was dreadfully hot, and covered with a low- 
lying blanket of steam, and, after some ner- 
vous efforts, he sank, half suffocated, back 
into the boat, and, covering his face with his 
hands, wept as he had not done since he was 
a child. 

Now that the sick man had gone, it was 
terribly lonely, and Jan hardly dared to take 
his hands from his face lest some horrible ap- 
parition should scare away the few wits left 
him. But after a time he mastered his fears, 
and, seizing a paddle, got well into the stream. 
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The water carried the sound of the lepers' 
voices a long way. Yet Jan could not make 
out what language they were speaking. It 
sounded more like the chattering of apes than 
human articulations, and he did not wonder 
that wandering Moaites and Bwooloese had 
taken this dreadful tribe for malignant spirits. 

The gruesome journey ended at last, and 
Jan entered the wide bay where he had left 
his followers. But as he drew nearer his 
scared face grew whiter, for there was no 
sign of life upon the bubbling shore. A few 
bamboos and some shreds of a cotton jacket 
lay upon the ground, and the huts and bam- 
boo banks were just as he had left them. 

Jan cursed his trustfulness, as, from the 
utter desolation of the place, he began to feel 
certain that the men had really deserted, and 
were not merely out hunting, as at first he 
had tried to believe. 

His nerves were completely unstrung by 
this new misfortune, and he shook from head 
to foot, as he sat down on the shore to con- 
sider what he should do. 

Of course he must get back to Henk and 
the gold somehow ; but what a fearful amount 
of labor and loneliness that meant. He had 
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counted on the help of five strong men to take 
the canoe up against the stream, and on a 
fresh supply of provisions. 

He still had some rice and a few tins, so 
that with the aid of his gun he would be able 
to get along very well as to food, but his 
brandy was nearly all gone, and he had given 
his last grain of quinine to the Javanese. 

He feared that exposure and overwork 
would heighten the fever he felt he was suf- 
fering from. But what he dreaded far more 
than fever or hard work was the maddening 
solitude, the dread loneliness that hung like a 
thick curtain around him, through rents in 
which he caught weird visions of the super- 
natural. For he began to ask himself if that 
tribe of horrors were lepers ; if, after all, the 
natives were not right in deeming them evil 
spirits. And that vapory wreath he had seen 
curling round the gold mountain, was it only 
a cloud? he wondered ; surely, it was very like 
the trailing smoke-garments of wandering 
spirits. Why, after all, should this strange, 
sad land, guarded as it was by a vast border- 
land of mystery, not be, as Olam had said, the 
land of ghosts, the home of the gold-loving 
dead? 
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But what had the living to do amongst the 
dead? 

The simmering lake, with its uniform belt 
of green, seemed all at once a huge tomb in 
which he was imprisoned, entrapped. A mil- 
lion ghostly faces pressed round him, hem- 
ming him in, — chilling his blood with their 
deadly breath, drawing, with their unearthly 
eyes, the very life out of him, — till he, too, 
should become an unreal shadow of what had 
been, even as they. 

Oh ! it was ghastly ! He started up to fly 
from the hateful lake, and all his dead hopes. 
But behind him, moving stealthily amongst 
the trees, were more of those frightful crea- 
tures, whose miserable humanity would have 
been palpable to any one who was not half- 
delirious. 

Dodging, hare-like, Jan rushed back to the 
boat, jumped in, and made it dance over the 
water in his sickening panic. The lepers 
pursued him to the water's edge, and stood 
there waving their distorted arms, and jab- 
bering angrily. Then they retreated, nor 
did Jan see them again, though he seemed 
to feel their presence every moment 

So, hour by hour he labored up against the 
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stream, using all his great strength in one 
mighty effort to get back to Henk, and away 
from the awful fear of madness that was 
creeping over him. He sometimes caught 
himself talking wildly, or great tears rolled 
over his cheeks as he sighed, ** Marie ! Ma- 
rie ! " Again he was a little child, babbling 
to Aunt Tilly, or listening to the songs of old 
Riapan the baboe. Then, again, he was pur- 
suing Oentih, as she whirled herself to death 
amongst the shadows. And yet he must ever 
go on rowing; he must get away from the 
cruel, transparent forms that floated round 
him. 

The air, the water, the very canoe was full 
of them, and sometimes he argued with a 
black-robed figure, with fierce eyes, and skinny 
hands full of fat, yellow gold, who sat in the 
prow watching him. He thought that it was 
the spirit of madness, and rowed like the very 
madman that he already was. 

Yet he was wise enough to see that by 
keeping near the shore he got the least 
stream. He had quite crossed the lake when 
flying from the lepers, and now he still kept 
close to the eastern shore. Yet the second 
evening still found him far from the end of 
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the lake, dnd his terrors were increasing with 
the decreasing of his strength. 

But God, who is merciful to the most un- 
worthy of us, sent Jan a strange comforter. 

A good big piece of wood came floating 
down the lake just where Jan was crossing 
rather a wide bay. A little monkey was sit- 
ting on it, whining pitifully. If Jan had been 
an Englishman he would have shot the poor 
beast ; being a Dutchman, he reflected that 
he could not eat it, for he was afraid to land 
even to cook his rice, and he was not hungry 
enough to fancy raw monkey. Indeed, he 
had hardly eaten anything, and fancied he 
had been rowing all the time, though he had 
really often slept in the night, when the canoe 
had drifted back again, though, fortunately, 
the wind there was had been against her. 

Now, he had seen birds flying over the 
lake, and fishes had flashed up where the 
water was fresh and cool; but, whereas the 
birds and the fishes seemed to have partic- 
ular business of their own, this poor little 
creature needed help and protection. 

For a moment Jan forgot his fears, and 
rowing out into the stream, rescued the shiv- 
ering mite, who saw at once a protector and 
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friend in him. It curled up against him for 
warmth, and ate willingly from his hand. It 
frisked about the boat, and sat looking in- 
quiringly into an empty meat tin on the exact 
spot where, a moment before, the fierce-eyed 
specter had crouched. It was the spirit of 
mischief and fun, making Jan laugh heartily 
once or twice. It is true that he fancied the 
monkey laughed too, and that he joined in 
the conversation when he was talking to Aunt 
Tilly. But still, a doctor would have said 
that his fever had taken a good turn, though, 
of course, being a doctor, he would never have 
owned that a monkey, who was neither la- 
belled, nor corked, nor anything in a pill-box, 
could be effecting the cure. 

That night Jan dared to fasten up his canoe, 
and to take a good long rest in her. The 
monkey lay in his arms and slept contentedly, 
though he woke up at the first trace of the 
morning, and aroused weary Jan by pulling 
his nose violently. 

Though frightfully stiff and weak, Jan felt 
refreshed by his sleep, and, after sharing a 
scanty breakfast with his restless companion, 
he pulled manfully on again. Black-robed, 
spectral madness had disappeared, and re- 

x6 



Digitized by 



Googk 



242 '^GOLD" 

newed hope lent strength, so that the third 
day found him at the end of the lake again. 

The faithless monkey bounded on land be- 
fore him and was up a tree in a twinkling, but 
Jan hardly noticed its desertion. He hurried 
to Henk's hut, in wonder that he had not 
come out to welcome him. A rude wall of 
split bamboo and branches had been built 
round it, and a Javanese came running up to 
Jan as if to explain matters, but he pushed him 
on one side and hurried alone into the interior. 

Henk was lying on his rough bed, and Jan 
saw at once that he was dying. And kneeling 
by him, awed and contrite, he reverently took 
his hand. 

" Henk, old fellow," he whispered. " Can't 
you see me, Henk? " 

The tired eyes opened and looked lovingly 
at Jan, then closed again. ** So you have 
come back at last ; that 's right, that 's right," 
Henk said. 

" Yes ; and I am going to make you better 
before I move from here again." 

'* It is too late, old fellow. And I am glad 
to go ; I am so tired, so weary — weary ! " 

'* Ah, Henk ! and I have brought you to 
this ! " 
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A faint trace of the old humorous laugh 
passed over the sick man s wan face as he an- 
swered, ** I always said so. Pity we did not 
bet on it ! " 

" Oh, don't ! Don't joke, Henk ! I can't 
bear it. Can't we get you back somehow ? " 

" Impossible ! See ! I am dead to here al- 
ready," and he pointed to his swollen, blacken- 
ing legs. '* But come, sit by me, for I have 
much to say, and I am growing colder and 
wearier every minute." 

He put his hand into Jan's again and lay 
quite quiet, but from under his eyelids a few 
tears rolled slowly. 

" Oh, Henk ! " and there was infinite tender- 
ness and self-reproach in Jan's voice. God's 
punishments were falling heavily upon him, 
but this, the death-bed of his friend, was the 
heaviest of them all. 

Henk closed his fingers tightly round Jan's 
hand, and, opening his eyes again, said, " You 
have changed terribly, too, in these last few 
days. You look — " 

*' Mad ! " interrupted Jan, with a jarring 
laugh. 

'* I should have gone back with you, old 
friend," sighed Henk. *' I always said you 
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were not to be trusted alone. Now I suppose 
you have been seeing hosts of bogies and evil 
spirits, and everything that is uncomfortable 
and nasty?" 

*' Oh, horrible ! horrible ! " groaned Jan, but 
seeing that Henk looked startled and pained, 
he hastened to change the subject, and began 
to talk about his friend's private affairs. 

Henk told him about his will, and added, 
"And Lalo, poor girl! I trust that another 
will treat her better than I have done — " 

" And, O Henk ! what do you say to me, 
your murderer — ? " 

" Go home. Get out of this cursed land. 
Turn your back for ever on its gold, — its hum- 
bug. Take back your followers. Look after 
Lalo; and then, for God's sake, go home, 
marry Marie, and get sensible." 

** But, Henk, Moa lies before me. The land 
is easy to open out ; a way can be made — " 

** Over my grave ! No, Jan ; don't let that 
gold devil sit any longer on your shoulder, 
whispering temptations. You have degener- 
ated frightfully in the last few months. Come, 
promise to go home and become a man 
again." 

" O, Henk, everything is surging and turn- 
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ing around me ! I don't know what is right 
any more, or what is real or unreal. I dare 
not go back, I hardly dare push forward, and 
I have sacrificed all that I love best. There 
is gold to be found, — I am sure of it, more 
sure than ever I was ; and yet, now that the 
goal is within sight, now that the one wish of 
the last months is about to be realized, Death 
stands at all corners, and things more horrible 
than death that I dare not speak of; " and 
Jan's words ended in weak tears, whilst he hid 
his face on Henk's hand. 

The dying man raised himself a little, and 
placed his other hand on the bent head, as, 
unselfish to the end, he sought to soothe his 
friend. 

"There is a God above us, Jan — a God 
who hears us, who loves us. It is all right, 
Jan." 

-O, Henk, Henk!" 

'* What happy times we have had together, 
Jan, — our school days! Do you remem- 
ber?" Then he fell back again, and lay so 
quietly that Jan feared the end had come; but, 
after a little while, the eyelids trembled again, 
and he asked, ** Can you think of a prayer, 
Jan?" 
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'* A prayer ? O God ! since when have I 
prayed ? " 

** I can't think for myself any more. Pray 
— pray quickly, Jan ! " 

And so, in choking tones, Jan's first real 
prayer was uttered. And, as Jan prayed, 
Henk passed into the unknown, where Faith 
tells us things are so much better, but which 
the best, the godliest of us shrink from, for it 
is inscrutable, and its gates are — Death. 
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CHAPTER XVII 



** And by that hidden way my guide and I did enter to return to 
the fiur world." — Dante. 



THE truant monkey threw an empty nut- 
shell after Jan as he rushed out of the 
hut where Henk lay. The Javanese tried to 
stop him, but he pushed his way past them 
all. 

He felt as Cain did flying from the blood 
of Abel. All the time that Henk had lived, 
breathed, his kindly eyes and loving hands 
made self-condemnation bearable; but when 
he lay there dead — with great staring eyes 
that saw nothing — when Jan knew that he 
could never hear his voice again, there seemed 
but one thing to do — to flee far, far away 
from that dead, white reproach — that horrible 
thing on the bed that had once been Henk ! 

If Jan had found Henk well, had eaten a 
good meal, and taken a long rest, the spirit 
fancies and other nightmares would have 
faded from his memory, or he would have re- 
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membered them as something to laugh over 
with his friend, after they had tired of specu- 
lating about the lepers. 

For Henks wholesome, cheerful society 
had been a fine antidote for Jan's morbid ten- 
dencies; and, though it could not cure him 
of the wish to visit Moa, it had done much to 
rub the gilt off Mr. Olam's gingerbread, and 
Henk had always secretly cherished the hope 
of the complete failure of the expedition, and 
the speedy return of a " quite sensible " Jan 
to the civilized world. 

But now — Henk was dead ! and Jan had 
not eaten a good breakfast; and so, as the 
day grew hotter, the fever burned up in him 
again, and the pale, angry spirits chased him 
over the land, and the black-robed specter 
took him by the hand, and led him ever on- 
ward ! onward ! onward ! 

Whether what he saw was real, or the fan- 
tasy of his brain, he could never tell after- 
wards. But he saw (or fancied he saw) the 
ruins of huge mines, with deep shafts that 
echoed gloomily when he or his gaunt com- 
panion threw stones into them. 

He leant forward to look down into one of 
the shafts, and fancied that Oentih lay dead 
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at the bottom of it, and he was wildly glad to 
know that she was dead at last ; but the spec- 
ter glared at him, and whispered, " Oentih's 
wanderings have but begun," and Jan passed 
on shuddering. 

Then he came to a plain of volcanic sand, 
where great heaps of stones told of a thou- 
sand graves. Some were vast mounds, stone 
crowned, and preserved from destroying plants 
by the desert sand. Some were mere collec- 
tions of boulders, others were single stones 
with faint tracings of carving on them : whilst 
here and there a colossal stone figure stood 
head and shoulders above the other monu- 
ments. All these figures had expressions of 
fright or horror on their faces, and all pointed 
with outstretched hands toward the solitary 
mountain with its golden peak. 

At the end of the plain nearest the moun- 
tain rose the statue of a woman with flying 
hair and eyes full of anguish. She fronted the 
other figures as if she were running toward 
them, — though she, too, looked back at the 
mountain, — and shielded a little child in her 
bosom, as though to protect it from an enemy. 
She seemed to be treading over a mass of 

bones, and one skull was so masterly carved, 
17* 
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that poor Jan started back, thinking it was 
real. 

A frantic terror was depicted on her face, 
and her hands, pressed against her child, 
were strained, and clutching. 

Who had carved this strange, beautiful 
statue ? What fleeing race had left this monu- 
ment of their terror behind them ! 

The fantastic figures amongst the graves 
were rougher, and looked far older than did 
this graven woman. Could it be that the 
Portuguese had pushed so far inland ? Could 
those echoing mines, this magnificent statue, 
be the work of their hands ? 

Jan drew near, and looked at the statue 
with even closer attention, which was re- 
warded by the discovery of a word carved at 
its base, in Latin characters : 

" Cursed." 

With a piteous cry he turned away, and 
sped on again. On, on, through a ruined vil- 
lage, built of fair white stone. On, past the 
remains of a fifteenth-century fort that frowned 
down upon him from an arid hillock. 

He stopped a minute under the shadow of 
a great rock, and found a blackened copper 
helmet hid in a cleft of it. 
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What a land ! What a frightful, cursed land ! 
Echoing with battle; running with blood; 
haunted by spirits of dead nations, even be- 
fore 01am the king had sung of it. Deserted 
by its people ; deserted by its enemies ; de- 
serted by the treasure-hunting Portuguese. 
Awful ! Weird ! Mysterious ! 

And Henk had been brought here to die, — 
to be buried almost under the shadow of this 
mountain, with its unearthly secrets. To be 
buried ? Would the Javanese bury him ? 
Would they push that staring dead thing un- 
der the ground, and stamp it out of sight? 
He must know. He must find out all about 
it; and now the fever-goaded creature re- 
traced his steps, drawn irresistibly back to the 
one spot he most wished to avoid ! 

Night had fallen, and he often lost his way. 
Still his dead companion led him right at last, 
and with daybreak he was creeping towards 
the encampment. 

O heavens ! Again he was deserted. 
The Javanese had stolen away in the canoe. 
There was not a living soul near the place. 
And when he approached Henk's hut, the 
sickening smell, the whirr of flies, the busy 
trails of ants, told the disgusting sequel to the 
story of his death. 
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Jan paused, horror-stricken. He could have 
forgiven the Javanese their faithlessness if 
they had but buried his friend. And yet he 
dared not set about that dreadful task himself 
In his stricken condition, neither his friendship 
nor his strength were equal to it. He was 
positively afraid to look upon the sickening 
sight that he knew awaited him in the hut; 
and when a wild pig, with swollen belly and 
glutted eyes, came sidling out of the doorway, 
he turned away with unutterable loathing. 

And then all at once he remembered the last 
lines of Olam's manuscript. 

" But go not, O wanderer, upon the moun- 
tain ; it is cursed for the sins of the wandering 
spirits. For the lust of the gold that is hid- 
den within it. It is cursed, and hurls death 
at the first who walks on it." 

Yes! That should be the end of it all. 
He would go to the mountain, and die there, 
amidst the gold that had cursed him. He, too, 
would lie unburied and forgotten as Henk had 
done. And the wailing spirits would float 
over his bleaching bones, and whisper to each 
other: " Another lover of gold ! another for- 
ge tter of duty." 

Strange to say this new resolve calmed him. 
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He remembered •that he must eat something 
if he would get so far as the mountain. He 
could not stay in the encampment: that was too 
horrible. He went down to the water's edge 
and cooked some rice there. He ate like a 
wild animal, for he was famished. He drank 
much, too, being parched with fever, though, 
as there were many little rivulets running 
towards the lake, he, fortunately, had known 
no lack of water. But now he mixed brandy 
with it. He would have drunk fire if it could 
have burnt out the memory of the last few 
days — have silenced his accusing conscience. 
Alas! the drafts of brandy only made all 
more vivid ! more mocking ! And when at 
last he staggered to his feet, he shook his 
clenched fists wildly at the mountain, and 
beat upon his breast in a drunken agony. 

And so, often falling from sheer faintness, 
he labored on all through the day and night. 
His shoes had failed him, and he had thrown 
them away. His clothes were torn to ribbons; 
his neglected beard and hair, his wildly-roll- 
ing eyes, his lacerated hands and feet, his 
pitiful weakness, his silly laugh, should have 
touched even those stone figures that pointed 
him the way from amongst the tombs. 
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On, on he went One living man in that 
land of graves. One poor, crazy creature, 
who, too, would learn the secrets of the moun- 
tain. 

If he had been normal, hope would have 
sprung up in him as he drew near to his goal 
on the second day. He would have seen that 
beyond the great, yellow-headed pyramid the 
land grew fairer, more fertile. The gleamings 
of a river would have told of other ways of 
escape than that one which had closed behind 
him. A spiral line of smoke would have sug- 
gested an encampment 

But he had no eyes save for his fate. His 
tomb ! No thoughts but of those secrets which 
were hidden within it Who knew but that in 
dying he might learn them all ? He laughed 
loudly. He defied the silent mountain. He 
turned again and mocked at the distant crowd 
of pointing statues. Were they not watching 
him? — waiting to see him die ? — even as the 
air was full of hurrying ghosts and awful 
whisperings. 

Five minutes more and his feet would tread 
the cursed ground ; five minutes more and — 
what earth-like spirit was this that came to- 
ward him, with outstretched arms, her angel 
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face all love, all ecstasy ? Had the wraith of 
his love come to lead him to his grave ? 

'* O, Jan ! Jan ! My poor Jan ! My poor 
Jan ! " 

"Marie?" 

" Yes, Marie ! Come with me, darling. I 
have waited here for you all the morning, for 
I knew that you would come to-day." 

So this was the secret that the mountain 
told to Jan — the worth of a woman's love. 

Little do you think, O busy citizens of Am- 
sterdam, as you hurry to Exchange, that one 
thoughtful-looking man, who comes and stands 
amongst you there, could tell you of priceless 
gold-field§, of ready-made, unexhausted mines. 

And when one day a whisper goes round 
of " Gold in Boeko ! " this man but turns away 
and sighs, sighs deeply, as the scent of Melati 
flowers floats by him, and his memory turns 
to a white cross in a land of tombs. 

" And Serge ? " some one will ask, " what 
became of him?" Ah! happy Serge! His 
poet's life ended in a poet's death. 

He tended Marie and Vera unceasingly 
from the time that his ship spread her sails to 
speed northward with them, till they rested at 
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last, weak and weary with fever and anxiety, 
at the foot of the mountain. It was ecstasy 
to him to be of real help to Mariie. But it was 
the ecstasy of a martyr. Even Vera never 
knew what he suffered bodily and mentally, 
and yet he would not have spared himself one 
tired hour, one moment of despair. As Vera 
had often told him, ** poets are strange crea- 
tures." 

Serge's first idea had been to sail to Kam- 
aro. But Marie had begged him to go direct 
to the Bay of Donda, and from there to make 
straight across country for the mysterious 
mountain. As — unknown to Marie — every- 
thing for the expedition had long lain ready 
in the ship, the inland journey was made as 
easy as possible. Moreover, the river proved 
to be navigable for many miles at a stretch. 
And they had a well-organized band of follow- 
ers, who had not been frightened out of their 
wits by the natives, although they had heard 
quite enough of the unlucky mountain to ut- 
terly refuse to ascend it, though they en- 
camped willingly enough at its base. 

Parties were sent out in all directions to 
look for the lost travelers. And, as day by 
day the little company returned disheartened 
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and scared by the strange sights of that 
ghostly land, Marie would clasp her hands, 
and wring poor Serge's heart by whispering, 
'* If we are not too late, too late after all ! " 
One day the men reported the finding of the 
body of a Javanese. This was strange. The 
dead man gave renewed hope to Marie, and 
the next morning she slipped away from her 
friends, feeling an inborn certainty that she 
would find Jan. 

When Serge heard that she was nowhere 
to be found, he was terribly anxious, for he 
feared she had attempted to climb the moun- 
tain, so as to gain a better view of the land. 
He remembered that she had threatened to do 
so on the previous evening, when she had told 
them how certain she was that Jan was near. 

He started at once in search of her. 

Forgetting his ill health and bodily weak- 
ness, he clambered like a cat. Overcoming 
obstacle after obstacle, simply because he did 
not give them a thought, but went straight 
ahead, — the first unselfish mortal who, 
through the ages, had ever climbed the 
mountain ! the first who had not come there 
in search of gold ! 

So it came to pass that, when Marie brought 
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Jan van Riemskerk back to the encampment, 
there was no Serge to welcome them. 

They sought for him everywhere unsuc- 
cessfully. 

Fearing the worst, Marie wished to search 
the mountain, but Jan clung to her, and she 
feared to heighten his fever by leaving him ; 
so Vera and a faithful few started off, and 
found Serge, lying on his back, quite dead. 

He had slipped from a height, and his head 
had struck a stone — an accident that might 
easily happen in the Alps or Himalayas. 

Yet Jan, as he looked down on the refined 
dead face, whispered to himself: 

" Go not, O wanderer, upon the mountain ! 
It IS cursed for the sins of the wandering spirits — 
For the lust of the gold which is hidden within it 
It is cursed! and hurls death at the first who 
walks on it ! " 

And Marie heard him, and said softly, 
through her tears: 

** Go not upon the Golden Mountain of Moa, 
For what you know as Death will fall from her." 

And they both knew that the curse had fallen, 
and Moa's secrets were her own for ever. 
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